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THE 

TRAVELLING MENAGERIE. 

CHAPTER I. 

BABY GRJMSTONE IS BORN. 

'T^HE event of the year had come round in 

Ryecester. Even Fifth of November Night 

(although the generally sleepy and well-behaved 

old town always ran riot on tliat night more 

fiercely even than at election times, sometimes 

getting so outrageous that special constables had 

to be sworn in^ and soldiers sent for), even Fifth 

of November was a second-rate annual holiday in 

Ryecester's opinion in comparison with its great 

autumn Hog, Hop, and Cheese Fair. 

A 
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The business fair lasted for four days, and was 
followed by a pleasure fair, which, although pro- 
fessedly confined to the final fifth day, began in 
a straggling way the week before the business 
fair began, and lingered on in a straggling way 
to the end of the week after the business fair had 
finished. 

The fair was in full swing. The old-fashioned 
bow-windowed inns of Ryecester, with their deep, 
narrow, galleried yards, which used to be so 
bustling in the old coaching and posting times, 
but which are generally so catacomb-like now, 
since Ryecester is no longer on the highroad to 
anywhere, but only the terminus of a branch raiU 
way which runs on an average about three up and 
a couple of down trains per diem — the old inns, 
again crowded during fair week, had thrown off 
for awhile their gloom. 

Both the footpaths and roadway of Ryecester 
High Street were thronged, and the elm-shaded 
Fair Field, stretching along the green, slowly- 
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flowing Rye, was dotted with cromlech-like piles 
of cheese, fragrant with the scent of samples and 
pockets of hops, and — ^well, not so fragrant with 
the odours of penfuls of white, and black, and 
pink, and plum-pudding pigs. 

The pleasure-fair department was fast opening 
into the glory into which it would fully blossom 
on its own particular day. The booths that sold 
gilt gingerbread, and sweeties, and dolls, and pan- 
niered donkeys,, and penny trumpets, and sixpenny 
workboxes, and all kinds of cheap gimcracks, were 
open in long avenues. The waxwork show was 
open, and so were the peep-shows, and the roulette- 
booths. The Fat Lady, the Giant, the Dwarf, the 
Strong Man, the Five-legged Calf, the Dancing 
Dogs, and the Embalmed Head of a New Zealand 
Chief, had begun, or were about to begin, to take 
money. Cheap Jacks were bellowing in rivalry 
from the stages in front of their locomotive ware- 
houses. Men and women were carrying about 
dangling rows of children's penny watches, plaster 
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birds and butterflies fluttering up or down as the 
elastic that suspended them was twitched, and 
trayfuls of sham gold wedding rings, and equally 
genuine "for one penny only, real goolden sovruns 
sellin' for a wager." The German bandsmen and 
the Ethiopian serenaders. Silly Billy, the acrobats, 
and the photographers* touts, were all hard at 
work. Punch was giving an early performance. 
The youth of the town and neighbourhood had 
already begun to patronise swings and merry-go- 
rounds, to shy at cocoa-nuts and shoot for Spanish 
nuts, to wear false noses, and make the people in 
front of them believe that their coats were split 
from collar to waist by drawing strident rattles 
down their backs. 

It was plain that the jollity of the fair, as the 
clown of its wandering theatre said of his house's, 
or rather tent's, performances, was "jest a'-goin' to 
begin ; " but not until the eve of Pleasure Fair Day 
proper did Ryecester consider that the pleasure 
fair was really open. 
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For years Jollyman's Menagerie had been in the 
habit of arriving in Ryecester on the day before its 
Pleasure Fair Day, in time to build up for an 
exhibition on the evening of the day on which it 
reached the old town. For a day or two Jolly- 
man's agent had been in Ryecester ; a dark-eyed, 
waxy-moustached, tall man, who was vaguely 
supposed to "have been in the army" by the 
youngsters and maid-servants of Ryecester. 

JoUyman's bills, V.R.-headed lanky oblongs of 
emphatically-bloated big red and black capitals and 
partially illegible blurred small type — something 
like the ink-marks on a blotting-pad — were pasted 
on every dead wall, and displayed in every public 
house and almost every other shop in Ryecester. 

JoUyman's Menagerie was far too big an affair 
to rub shoulders with the common caravans of the 
Fair Field. There was no space on the crowded 
Fair Field that could be turned into a caravanserai 
for such a caravan of caravans as the menagerie. 
Year after year, JoUyman announced, as if smitten 
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with' overwhelming gratitude for the first time, 
that " By the gracious permission of the Worship- 
ful the Mayor, with the kind consent of the worthy 
Aldermen and Town Councillors, JoUyman's Royal 
Menagerie will be allowed to occupy the centre of 
the unrivalled High Street of the ancient Royal 
Borough of Ryecester." 

The gas-works men had taken up the paving- 
stones, and were pottering with the pipes in the 
space which the menagerie was to occupy, and 
JoUyman's agent, in a military frock-coat and 
hunting-boots, with a military cap stuck jauntily 
on the side of his head, and a riding-switch under 
his arm, was shouldering his way through the 
crowd of rustics that were gaping at the gas-men, 
and hindering them in their work. It was almost 
time that all his preparations should be completed^ 
and the ^ent was getting excited. At last every- 
thing was ready, and mounting his smart dog-cart, 
the agent drove out to meet the menagerie. 

The shop-windows, the shop-doorways, and the 
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first-floor windows above them were filled with ex- 
pectant faces. Even in the office of the Ryecester 
Standard, whose proprietor, publisher, printer, and 
editor prided himself on his aristocratic superiority 
to the excitements of the vulgar, there were one 
or two faces peeping between the first-floor cur- 
tains, whilst men and boys in shirt-sleeves and 
paper caps openly lounged out of the open windows 
of the printing-room above. 

The town sergeant, the town crier, and other 
municipal officials stood, in uniform and majesty, 
on the steps of the old Moot Hall, trying to look 
as if the arrival of Jollyman's mattered not to 
them, but secretly very proud of the opportunity 
of striking imposing attitudes before so large a 
body of spectators— who, however, paid not the 
slightest heed to them. The spectators were 
looking out for the procession, whose music could 
be heard in the distance from the London Road ; 
and at last it turned the corner of the long, broad 
High Street 
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First, in a state of profuse perspiration, marched 
the superintendent of police and the entire police 
force of the borough (eight men strong), with 
difficulty opening a lane for liie procession through 
the crowded High Street. Next, in a long, lofty, 
blue car, decorated with gilt and crimson scrolls, 
overshadowed by a grove of blue, gilt-lettered 
'banners, and drawn by a team of six blue-rosetted, 
grey horses,- came the bandsmen, military-looking 
personages in uniform and moustaches. 

The big gentleman who beat the big drum slung 
outside the back of the car, wore a big beard also ; 
and, beards being even i*arer than moustaches in 
England in those days, he was unanimously con- 
sidered a foreigner by the Ryecestrians, iVhatever 
the others might be, and was regarded conse- 
quently with a queer mixture of reverential curio- 
sity and sub-rancorous contempt. 

After the band followed, in succession, an ele- 
phant, ridden, and a camel and a dromedary, led, 
by men in Eastern costumes. The elephant-rider 
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Baby Grimstone is Born. 9 

was a genuine Oriental, since he was a native of 
the East-end of London. Next came the Lion 
King, in laurel wreath, tights, and spangled scarlet 
doublet, mounted on a mincingly high-stepping 
piebald horse. He was followed by the agent 
driving tandem, and then came the long lines of 
caravans, &c. 

The towering, broad-wheeled, yellow caravans 
were drawn by horses that looked big enough 
when taken out of the shafts, but mere mites 
within them. 

The drivers of these caravans, however, were 
the only part of the procession that rather dis- 
appointed Ryecester. They wore fustian and 
corduroy, some even smock-frocks, just like com- 
mon country folk, and they did not appreciate 
their privileges. They did not seem to think it at 
all a grand thing to travel about the country with 
lions and tigers, and then to make a triumphal 
entry into such a place as Ryecester. If they had 
been bringing commonplace loads of straw to 
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market, instead of those huge mysterious caravans, 
the drivers could not have looked less excited. 

When the band had reached the place where 
the menagerie was to be pitched, the procession 
halted, and the band played " God save the Queen." 
Then they turned qp their instruments to drain 
them, smiling with compassionate condescension 
on the admiring yokels who crowded round them, 
proffering them mugs of beer ; of which refresh- 
ment— Ryecester being famous for its ale — ^the 
pr6fessional gentlemen in some instances deigned 
to partake. Then their car rattled off to the stables 
where the six greys were billeted. The elephant, 
the camel, the dromedary, the Lion King and his 
piebald mysteriously disappeared. 

The agent steered his tandem through the arch- 
way of his own inn's yard, and hurried back to act 
as lieutenant to Jolly man — no one in Ryecester 
dreamt of calling such an historically famous ^d 
fabulously wealthy personage "Mr" — in super- 
intending the drawing up of the caravans in a 
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long oblong. Their horses clumped off to the 
stables provided for them, and the work of build- 
ing up was completed, in a marvellously expedi- 
tious and secret manner — although in order to pre- 
serve secrecy, cart-whips had to be called into play 
to lash out youthful spies who would persist in 
crawling in to pry between the caravan-wheels. 

At any rate, JoUyman's was finished for exhibi- 
tion in the evening — iotuSy teres, atqtcey oblongi4S. 
St Runwold^s Church, which stands in the middle 
of Ryecester High Street, was quite dwarfed by 
JoUyman's. The zoological cartoons were hoisted 
high in front ; the band brayed and banged blood- 
stirring music, their instruments gleaming in the 
light of the gas, which iflared lavishly out of the 
many-holed pipe that ran along their orchestra; a 
dense crowd stood below, in the glare of the gas, 
and dim beyond the glare, listening to the music and 
staring at the cartoons ; more remunerative students 
of zoology shuffled up the steps in almost unbroken 
line; and good-natured Mrs Jollyman, seated at 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



12 Tlu Travelling Menagerie. 

the receipt of custom, was quite satisfied with the 
success of JoUyman's first night at Ryecester. 

Still there was something on Mrs JoUyman's 
mind. 

"You go and ask how she is, and whether 
there 's anything I can send her," said Mrs Jolly- 
man to the burly door-keeper, who stood near her, 
in readiness to protect and back her in case of 
any row or rush. *' JoUyman will be round directly 
— ^besides I don't want either of you. The Rye- 
cester folks are good-natured folks. Even if 
they Ve taken a drop too much, they 're only stupid 
or jolly, as it may be, according to their constitu- 
tions—they don't turn vicious." 

And the burly door-keeper departed to make 
Mrs JoUyman's inquiries in reference to an addi- 
tion to the menagerie with which it had been 
enriched, under Mrs JoUyman's own kindly 
supervision, whilst the grand procession was 
cumbrously filing into the town. 

Most of JoUyman's horse-keepers were honesty 
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good-natured fellows enough, but one of them 
ought to have been exhibited in a bear's cage — 
except t^at almost all four-footed bears are livelier 
and more loving than this two-footed bear was. 
When sober, Bob Grimstone was sulky; when 
drunk, he was a surly savage. And yet — such is 
often the luck of human bears — he had a pretty 
little wife, Fanny, who was exceedingly fond of 
him, although latterly he had never been kind to 
her, and often gave her such usage as '* unkind" 
is a very weak word to express. 

Mr and Mrs Jollyman would have got rid of 
Grimstone, but they had taken a fancy to his nice 
little wife, and knew that if they sent Bob about 
his business, Fanny would be fool enough, as they 
phrased it, to rush after him, and come to worse 
grief than they would allow her to come to so long 
as she remained under their eye. Accordingly, 
Bob was kept on at JoUyman's, and didn't behave 
any the better to his wife, because he knew that it 
was only for his wife*s sake that he was kept on. 
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So it came to pass that Baby Grimstone was 
born in a hurry as the caravans were entering Rye- 
cester, before there was time to send for a doctor. 
Good Mrs JoUyman, who had heard on the road 
that her pet Fanny was ill, was Mrs Grimstone's 
nurse. As soon as she had heard of what was 
likely to happen, she had hurried to the caravan 
with a chimney sticking out of it, in which Mr3 
Grimstone lay. 

It is this baby Grimstone — afterwards called 
JoUyman Grimstone, in honour of his godfather 
and godmotheri— whose adventures I am going to 
relate. 
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CHAPTER IL 

yOLLYMAN GRIMSTONB AND THE UON KING, 

T> ABY GRIMSTO'NE became Jollyman Grim- 
'^^ stone in Ryecester. He was not a very 
strong baby, and accordingly Mrs Jollyman, who 
prided herself oh being a strict churchwoman, in- 
sisted on his being taken to St Runwold's to be 
christened on the second Sunday the menagerie 
stayed in Ryecester. 

Bob had faithfully promised to act as one god- 
father; he had even dressed himself, with many 
grumbles, in his smartest Sunday best, professedly 
for that purpose ; but when good-natured Mr and 
Mrs Jollyman, Fanny, ^nd Baby were ready for 
church. Bob was nowhere to be found. The Lion 
King, who was as good-natured as Mr and Mrs 
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Jollyman, condescendingly volunteered to take his 
place ; and so Baby Grimstone became Jollyman 
Grimstone under very disting^uished auspices. 

I think that is nearly all I need tell you about 
his baby days — the boys amongst you, at any rate. 
They, I fancy, would not be greatly interested in 
hearing how little Jollyman cut his teeth, and 
b^an to toddle, and say, "Mum-ma," and had 
the measles, and the whooping-cough, and so on. 

It will be enough to say that Bob Grimstone 
cared very little for his baby boy, and that Fanny 
cared a very great deal for him, and good Mrs 
Jollyman, who had ^ never had any children of her 
own, almost more. Mr Jollyman and the Lion 
King had generally a smile and a chirp and a 
tickle for the little fellow when they came across 
him, because they were his godfathers ; and little 
Jollyman was also a favourite with most of the rest 
of the menagerie people, because he was a merry 
little chap, and had been born in the menagerie 
like a lion's cub. 
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Little JoUyman loved his mother dearly, and he 
was very fond of the godfather ancj godmother who 
had given him that name in his baptism ; but the 
person whom he thought the greatest person in the 
whole world was M. Sohier, the Lion King. 

M. Sohierwas a big, good-looking, as well as 
good-natured, Frenchman, broad in the shouldef-s, 
narrow in the flanks, without an ounce of super- 
fluous fat, but of muscle as hard as an oak log. 

When little JoUyman's mother read to him 

about Daniel, little Jollyman had a hazy idea that 

Daniel was the father, or grandfather, or some 

other near kinsman of M. Sohier ; for M. Sohier, 

like Daniel, came unhurt out of the lion's den. M, 

Sohier also went into the leopard's cage, and' made 

the lithe, beautiful, treacherous-eyed creatures leap 

through hoops, and over his arm, and over his 

whip. He sometimes had to bring down the 

loaded butt-end of his whip as well as the lash on 

his spotted dancing-pupils. 

Little Jbllyman used to collect cats and kittens, 

B 
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apd try to go through similar performances mth 
them, except that he never struck them; partly^ 
perhaps, because he was afraid that they would 
bite and scratch him if he did, but chiefly because 
he was so fond of every kind of beast and bird 
that he could not bear to give them any pain. One 
day M. Sohier saw little Jollyman performing with 
his cats. ' 

" A-ha ! " said the Frenchman. " Ver good, ires 
bien, my leetle boy, my leetle godson. But you 
must vheep, or dey no mind, my leetle godson. 
Noiis autres^ ve'ave to vheep your Breetannick 
leopard before he minds. Dis is de vay." 

And M. Sohier proceeded to put the cats through 
their exercise, but found, to his astonishment, that 
little Jollyman could manage them better than he 
could. 

" Par example I " he cried. " Vat will his fazer 
make yid my leetle godson, Madame Greemstun ? 
Vat you veesh for your mStier^ my leetle boy — vat 
trade you be ? Comprenez vous ? " 
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" I mean to be a Lion King/' lisped little Jolly- 
man, proudly. 

" A-ha, my ieetle boy, €ela va sans dire; but it 
is not so easy to be Lion King. Non^ non^ Madame 
Greemstun, let him make de boots, kill de mouton^ 
sweep de streets — do not let him be Lion King. 
My poor vife !*vat she suffer in her heart ! I am 
so brave man, she dream vonce a veek she see me 
in my coffin. Moi^ when I go into de cages, I 
not know if I come out. No, my Ieetle godson, 
you make de boots, sweep de streets, feed de 
horses vid de hay— dat is better dan feeding de 
vild beasts vid your own flesh, and blood, and 
bones. Moi^ I am so brave man, je fiai 
jamais peur ; but I not know when I be 
killed." \ 

Going in amongst lions and leopards had seemed 
terrible enough, however fascinating in its terror, 
to little JoUyman, but he had never known before 
that M. Sohier fancied there was any danger in it. 
For half a minute his opinion of the Lion King 
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went down a little, but the next minute it went up 
higher than before. 

Of course the Lion King was braver in risking a 
danger that he was well aware of, than he would 
have been if he hadn't known that it was a danger. 
As to whether it was. right that a man should have 
to earn his living by daily risking his life in order 
to afford excitement merely to people who gaped 
at him, secure themselves from danger, little Jolly- 
man was too young to have formed an opinion. 

The menagerie was once more at Ryecester, and 
M. Sohier was once more going through his per- 
formances with the leopards. Little JoUyman was 
staring at him with unsated wonder, when the Lion 
King dropped his whip. He stooped to pick it up, 
and, freed from the cowing influence of his eye, the 
leopards leaped upon him. 

There was a horrid hubbub in the cage. In 
vain did M. Sohier fall back on his old tactics of 
petting one party of his rebellious subjects in 
order to set them by the ears with the other party. 
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All his subjects were on him. He clutched the 
crowbar left leaning, as a weapon of last resort, in 
a corner of the cage. But it was too late. He 
was down on his face, with a sea of undulating 
spotted skin surging over him. The women and 
children in the show made the menagerie ring with 
their shrieks. A wild stampede of men, women, 
and children took place. 

Little Jollyman was as horrified as anybody, but 
his hero was down, and he was not going to run 
away. The Lion King had been rolled over to- 
wards the front of the cage. One leopard, snarling 
greedily at the others, was prone upon him ; its 
tail was wagging outside the bars. Little Jolly- 
man dived under the safety-rope which ran in front 
of the cages, and tugged at the tail with all his 
might. The leopard turned upon him with a 
savage growl, thrusting both forelegs, with the- 
claws oiit, between the bars. Fortunately, little 
Jollyman had fallen backwards beyond its reach. 

Meantime, the Lion King, fearfully bitten, had 
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staggered to tbe door of the cage. There Jolly- 
man and two brother keepers met him. They 
beat back the infuriated beasts, and backing them- 
selves, dragged him out, almost drenched in blood. 
When the door was shut-to again like a flash of 
lightning, a leopard whose paw had been nipped 
gave a hideous yell. 

" Poor chap ! " said Mrs Jollyman, who was 
helping the doctors in stanching the Lion King's 
flow of blood. " You 're game, Jollyman, and so 
are Smith and Barney. You got him out well, 
Jollyman, but it was really little Jollyman Grim- 
stone that saved him. I ran in as soon as I heard 
the row, and saw the whole of it." 
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CHAPTER III. 

M. SOHIBR RBDIVIVUS. 

TV T SOHIER had been so sadly mangled by 
* the leopards that he was not able to 
travel when JoUyman's left Ryecester. But he re- 
covered at last, and joined the menagerie again, 
and he and little JoUyman were greater friends 
than ever. .M. Sohier taught his godson French, 
and fencing, and circus-riding, but pooh-poohed 
more than ever his wish to become a Lion King. 

*' No, no, my leetle godson ; you see my eye. 
Dis von is glass. De eye of my native vas scratch 
out You see my left hand — de scar. You see 
my whole body, if I take off my clothes — ^all full 
of scar ; stripe like de tiger, spot like de leopard. 
Ah, dell vat have I endure! But I am brave 
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man. It is for my poor vife I risk my life. My 
vife say, ' Eugene, EugSne, de pay is more good ; 
but me, I no care not about de pay. I care, me, 
about your life. Go back, you, to the Hippo- 
drome,' — I vas a rider, understand you, of the 
haute icole — * dere, if you tumble in de tan and da 
sawdust, you not break your neck. De lions and 
de tigers not make mincemeat of you dere.' So 
my vife say, and my vife love her Lion Kjng. But 
you must not be Lion King, my leetle ShoUeeman 
— you shall be vat you call a star-r-r of the haute 
icoler 

Whenever a menagerie has two lions, one of 
them is pretty sure to be called '* Wallace," and 
the other " Nero." Jollyman's had more than two 
lions, to say nothing of lionesses and cubs born 
in various parts of the United Kingdom : but the 
leonine aristocracy of the menagerie consisted of 
two magnificent fellows, named Wallace and Nero. 

Nero was a ferocious beast, and had killed all 
the mastiffs with which, for a wager, he had been 
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baited. Wallace was a lazily good-natured lion, 
and had contented himself with patting off, by a 
sounding box on the ear, every dog that had 
sprung at him. These and two or three younger 
ones were the lions with which M. Sohier per- 
formed. Before he entered their cage, Smith or 
Barney, cicerone-ing with a long wand, made the 
following stereotyped speech : — 

" The Lion, ladies and gentlemen, all authorities 
agrefe in pronouncing to be the kiiig of beasts. 
His mien is majestic, and his roar strikes terror 
into the boldest heart He may be easily distin- 
. guished by the tuft of hair at the tip of his (ail, 
and by the magnificent mane out of which his 
sternly-royal vfeage peers. It has been said that 
the Asiatic lion is maneless, but on this point tra- 
vellers differ. The present specimens are of the 
African breed, whose manes vary in colour, from 
black to pale fulvous. The colour of the bodies of 
lions runs from chestnut-brown to silver-grey. In 
South Africa a race of white lions, white as white- 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



26 The Travelling Menagerie. 

wash, is said to exist. The female has no man^ 
and may further be distinguished from her lord by 
her smaller head, slighter build, and Ughter colour. 
Several of the lions in the present collection were 
bom in the British Isles. The young lion has no 
mane or tuft at the end of his tail These do not 
appear until the animal is three years old. The 
lion's cub is not smooth, like its parents, but curly, 
like a poodle ; and it has, moreover, a dark mark 
along the backbone, and dark stripes down the 
sides, which might lead the inexperienced observer 
to confound it with the offspring of the tiger. The 
ears droop like a spaniel's instead of standing up 
like a terrier's, until the animal is two months old. 
When it is a year old, it cuts its canine teeth. It 
is not until the lion is a year and a. half old that it 
obtains the power of drawing in its claws. The 
lion, ladies and gentlemen, if treated with mingled 
firmness and kindness, is capable of affection. 
You young ladies and gentlemen have doubtless 
read the story of Androcles and the Lion. That 
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young black-maned lion, born at Whitehaven, is 
equally attached to the keeper who extracted a 
TMstf nail from his foot, and poulticed the paw to 
prevent its festering. But the most good-natured 
lion, is not always in a good temper, and, there- 
fore, it is necessary that he should be approached 
with caution. He may resent at one time as a cuff 
what at another time he would have accepted as a 
caress, and at feeding-time it would be dangerous 
to interfere with the mildest lion. M. Sohier, the 
world-renowned Lion King, will now go through 
his unrivalled performances." 

And then— the door shutting behind him so 
rapidly that Jie almost seemed to have sprung up 
through the floor — M. Sohier would bound into 
the cage, a splendid apparition of silk fleshings, 
spangles, and leopard-skin. His fixed glass eye 
gave him, in little JoUyman's eyes, almost an un- 
earthly look. The lions cowered beneath the flash- 
ing glance of the other. 

Haughtily he strode about and cracked his 
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brass-ringed whip. The lions walked round and 
round, "crouching, and yet half surly at having to 
submit. He lashed them, he stirred them up with 
his foot and the butt-end of his whip. They 
snarled and leaped at him, but he lashed them 
back into the corners of the cage. He made them 
leap over his whip in a line like sheep. He lolled 
on them as if they had^been cushions. He pulled 
their beards, he doubled up their legs, he set one 
growling at another. He opened their jaws, and 
then — generally selecting Wallace — ^he popped his 
head into a lion's mouth. 

This was the climax of the foolhardy perform- 
ance. Often as he had seen it, little JoUyman 
always held his breath until his hero's head came 
out again. Then with an imp.erious stamp of his 
foot, and a cut round with his whiplash — once 
more making his one eye take in, so to speak, the 
whole cage at once — ^he would back to the door, 
and vanish as mysteriously as he had appeared. 

Little Jollyman thought thi^f there could not be 
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anything more sublime in the whole world than 
this performance. Why M. Sohier should be so 
anxious to warn him against becoming a Lion 
King when he was so proud of being one, was a 
mystery to little JoUyman. M. Sohier thought no 
profession comparable to his own, and no professor 
of it comparable with himself. In spite of the 
daily risk he ran, he enjoyed his calling, not 
merely because it brought him good pay, but be- 
cause it gave him a daily opportunity -of " cutting 
a dash " — of proving himself, in theatrical costume, 
able to do what no other man present durst do. 

Whilst he had lain almost at Death's door at 
Ryecester, although his doctors had forbidden him 
to talk, he had anxiously inquired of little Jolly- 
man, who brought him the news of the menagerie, 
whether anybody did the lions and the leopards. 

"Mr Smith does the leopards now," the little 
boy had answered ; " but he doesn't do 'em half 
as well as you, sir — I heard the people saying so." 

'* A-ha, my leetle boy, nly frien' Smit is good 
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man, ver good — ^ve cannot all do all tings. Dat is 
Latin, my leetle boy. I learn Latin. I vas meant 
to be Catholique priest — vicaire curi^ vat you vill ; 
but I pra}rfair de Hippodrome, and now I am 
Lion King, and your Reformed godfazer, my leetle 
godson. M. Smit, have he entered de lions ? " 

"He got nervous, sir. The folks had made 
Nero half wild, and Wallace was savage too. He 
was walking up and down growling and lashing 
his tail. Barney wanted to go in, but Mr Jolly- 
man wouldn't let him." 

" A-ha, my leetle godson, my good frien' Smit 
is de vise man, and my frien' Barney is too de vise 
man. If M. ShoUeeman say 'Go,' my frien* 
Barney no go; but M. Sholleeman say *No go,* 
and my frien' Barney praytand dat he vanf 
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CHAPTER IV. 

UTTLB JOLLYMAN^S PETS. 

T ITTLE JoUyman sometimes kept rabbits; 
■*"^ but when they grew big and fat his surly 
father used to kill them, and order his wife to 
make a pie of them, or to stew them with onions : 
so little JoUyman generally preferred pets not 
likely to tempt his father's appetite. 

He had a little menagerie of paper fly-cages, 
which he used to arrange in an oblong like Jolly- 
man's, and in which he kept wood-lice, beetles, 
blue-bottles, caterpillars, moths, lady-birds, grass- 
hoppers, earwigs, glow-worms, dragon-flies, and 
death-watches. 

At different times he had a goldfinch that could 
draw water for itself in a little bucket, a starling 
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that could talk, a raven, a couple of blind worms* 
a lizard, a common snake that would lick his face 
and eat out of his hand, a bat, a dormouse, a 
squirrel, a cageful of white-mice, a swarm of field- 
mice, a tame rat, three frogs, a toad, a mole, a 
couple of guinea-pigs, and three or four pickle- 
bottles with minnows and sticklebacks and an eft 
in them. 

But beside these pets, which were his own pro- 
perty, little JoUyman had special pets in the cages 
of the menagerie : three little lion's cubs as fat as 
butter, that rolled over on their backs and patted 
the dog that romped with them as playfully as 
babies ; a silver opossum that would curl its tail 
round his arm, and grab at the bit of bread, or 
potato, or loaf-sugar he held in his other hand ; a 
deer-eyed wallaby with which he used to wrestle 
and hop races (always getting beaten in the races) 
when it was let out of its cage to have a little ex- 
ercise during the absence of visitors to the show ; 
a cockatoo that rubbed its head against him, when 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



Little JollymarCs Pets. 33 

he gave it its maize or sopped biscuit, and lifted 
up its wing to be tickled when he said, "Show 
your blanket, cocky;" a tiny negro marmoset 
that would sit on his shoulder and munch apples • 
the ratels that flung clumsy somersaults expressly 
for his amusement ; the six-banded armadillo that 
trotted about almost as funnily on the tips of its 
toes ; and the pretty little shy-eyed antelope that 
licked his hand when he gave it its crust, or 
rather, often, his crust. 

Little JoUyman was very fond of trotting round 
with the " inside men " when they gave the beasts 
their straw and hay and other food* 

Would you like to know how beasts are fed in a 
Travelling Menagerie ? The proprietor of one of 
the largest menageries in the kingdom was kind 
enough to- tell me lately, in order that I might not 
make any mistakes in this story, how he feeds his 
beasts. 

Lions and tigers have each about twelve pounds 

a day (bones not reckoned) of bullocks' shins, 

C 
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hearts, and heads ; leopards about fiv^ pounds each. 
The proprietor of this menagerie has to buy almost 
a quarter of a ton of meat for his flesh-eating 
beasts every day. Bears get meat only in very 
cold weather; at other times, like babies, they 
are fed on sop. Monkeys get sop, bread, rice, and 
fruit. Grass-eating animals get hay and corn and 
bread. All the animals are luckier than poor 
human animals — the colder the weather, the more 
food they get from their master. And then the 
visitors give them buns, biscuits, nuts, oranges, and 
so on. Otters and seals, of course, have to be fed 
on fish; and a tremendous lot they eat. Old 
« Tom,*' the seal that lived in the Regent's Park 
Gardens from 1852 to 1856, got through about 
three tons of fish in that time, and died at last 
of* the fish-hooks he had swallowed with his 
whiting. 

The racoon was also a great pet of little Jolly- 
man's. It would eat raw eggs out of his hand. 
Little JoUyman did not see any harm in its eating 
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eggs, and used to laugh when Mr Smith or Barney 
said — 

*'This, ladies and gentlemen, is the racoon, a 
native of North America. It is ^oted for its 
cunning : as 'cute as a 'coon, has become a pro- 
verb. You have heard, no doubt, of that very 'cute 
'coon that elected to come down the tree when the 
American colonel pointed his guja. at him, and said 
he meant to shoot. The racoon will eat shell- fish, 
and is especially fond of eggs. He will watch the 
turtle burying her ^gs in the sand, and then go 
islily and dig up and devour the lot." 

But little Jollyman did not relish the rest of the 
character of his pet, and tried bard to persuade 
himself that it was a calumny. 

*' Being most adroit in climbing, the racoon 
mounts to the hole in which the woodpecker has 
made her nest, and ruthlessly devours her young." 

Little Jollyman did not like to think that any 
of his pets killed other creatures. 

Amongst the monkeys the marmoset was little 
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JoUyman's especial pet. He used to cuddle it, and 
cram its cage with hay, when it sat chattering 
its poor little teeth in cold weather, looking as 
miserable as a Lascar or a Hindoo in London 
stf eets in winter ; but he thought all the monkeys 
" great fun." 

JoUyman's had an exceptionally fine coUec-- 
tion of monkeys. Some were kept in separate 
cages, and others in a great common cage, in which 
a leafless tree, hung with bells, was set up for their 
gymnasium. They chased one another up and 
down this tree, ringing the bells " like mad," 
jabbering, grinning, snarling, pinching, biting, and 
pulling and swinging one another by the tail ; and 
sometimes, when a young monkey saw a row of his 
elders dozing on a bough, he would jump slily on , 
to the ead of it, bring it down with all his might; 
tumbling off the drowsy, grave, and reverend 
signiors, and then scamper up to some high 
corner of the cage, from which he would look 
down, scratching himself and chuckling, with 
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a half-frightened, half-funny look that plainly 
said — 

** Of course, they '11 pay me out if they catch 
me; but really the chance was too tempting. 
Didn't I take a jolly rise out of the old boys ! " 

This was the speech with which the keepers 
introduced the monkeys to the notice of the mena^ 
gerie visitors. Little JoUyman had heard it so 
often that he could say it almost as glibly as 
Barney : 

*' Of monkeys, ladies and gentlemen, there are 
two kinds — those of the Eastern and those of the 
Western hemisphere. The former have the same 
number of teeth as we have — that is to say, thirty* 
two, and nostrils that almost run into one another. 
The latter have parallel nostrils ; and while some 
have six grinders on each side of the jaw, others 
have four more false molars and four fewer true 
molars than the monkeys of the Old World. Ob- 
serve the chimpanzee in the striped jersey. He 
chews tobacco, and sheds tears of natural grief 
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for the loss of his spouse, to whom he was tenderly 
attached. That is the orang-otang, which, in its 
native forests in the Indian Archipelago, roams a 
hairy monarch of the woods, carrying a club in its 
hand like Hercules. The next specimen is a 
Hanuman, or sacred mohkey. It is looked upon 
with reverence in India, where large flocks of them 
go every day to the temples, and are fed by the 
priests and worshippers. Yonder you see the gor- 
geously-coloured, but ferocious mandrill of West 
Africa. The negroes have to flee before it. Like 
a Yorkshireman, it will keep a stone seven years 
in its pocket, and then turn it, but at last wreak 
its vengeance on the object of its treacherous 
rage. It is the most irritable animal in all crea- 
tion, and has been known to die of a wild fit of 
passion. Those are macaques, and some of them, 
you will observe, have not much more of a tail than 
a Man^ cat has. . 

" The Barbary ape is the only species of monkey 
found in Europe, and there, in a wild state, it is 
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rapidly becoming extinct. There are only two or 
three still left on the rock of Gibraltar. The spider 
monkeys come from South America. They have 
no thumbs ; but this want is made up to them by 
the strength of their tails, by means of which they 
hang from boughs and swing themselves from tree 
to tree. The pinch monkeys and marmosets 
swarm in the forests of tropical America. They 
are full of frolic, and of an affectionate disposition. 
They feed on fruits and humming-birds. The 
lemurs have fox-like heads, and sharp claws on the 
first fingers of their hind limbs. Their other nails 
are flat They live on trees, but, unlike the 
spider monkeys, they cannot swing themselves 
from bough to bough by their tails. If, however, 
you present them with a handful of nuts, you will 
see that they can tackle them as cleverly as the 
others. The lemurs are natives of Madagascar, 
and, like the Australian opossums, are liveliest at 
night, coming home, as tl;e song says, * with the 
milk in the morning.'" 
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The far-off places from which his menagerie- 
pets came impressed h'ttle JoUyman greatly. He 
formed vaguely jumbled, and yet very vivid visions 
of /the dim forests in which they had wandered, 
.and wished that he could understand their lan« 
guage, s& that he might be able to talk to theni 
about the wonderful sights they had seen. It 
seemed very strange to him that his marmoset 
should munch so contentedly common English 
apples. Next to being a Lion King, little Jolly- 
man thought it would be a grand thing to be a 
great traveller, rambling all alone, except for a 
dog or two, through those far-off, dim, myste- 
riously-haunted woods and jungles. 
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A TIGER HUNT IN ENGLAND. 

Q*OME people think that tigers cannot be 
tamed ; but this is quite a wrong notion. 
Tigers have got so fond of their masters that tliey 
would fawn upon them, and lick them, and follow 
them about like dogs. 

There was a tigress at Jollyman's that would let 
Smith and Barney, as well as M. Sohier, pat her 
and pull her about ; but next to her there was a 
tiger into whose cage even the Lion King durst 
not venture. 

Hyder All, that was the tiger's name, was a mag- 
nificent creature to look at. His brownish-yellow 
back was as glossy as a horse-chestnut that has 
just fallen from the tree, his belly was as white as 
the lining of the split green husk, and the black 
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stripes on his sides^ and rings on his tail, had a 
gleam like jet. But when people noticed his red- 
hot coal-like eyes, as he paced up and down his 
cage, glancing sidelong at them, and every now 
and then giving an impatient growl, they would 
look anxiously at the bars, and wonder whether 
they would be strong enough to resist him. 

Imagine then the consternation, both inside and 
outside the menagerie, when it was discovered one 
fine morning that Hyder Ali had escaped. Some- 
how or other he had got through the roof of his 
cage, and then through or under the tarpaulin 
which served as roof to the wild-beast show. 

JoUyman, M. Sohier, and a party of the inside 
men and horse-keepers, immediately started in 
pursuit. But night* after night for nearly a week 
went by, and they came back tired, without having 
got even a glimpse of the truant. 

" Has the tiger been caught ? " was the topic of 
the day in the country town in which JoUyman's 
was exhibiting. It generally stayed only two days 
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there, but on this occasion it did a thriving trade 
for a fortnight — the inhabitants of Tattleton were 
so anxious to get news of the tiger at his head- 
quarters. Hyder Ali raged round Tattleton like a 
cyclone. Every morning some fresh news reached 
the place of the mischief the beast had done with- 
in a radius of four or five miles from the town — 
generally at night, or in the morning or evening 
twilight. 

. The keeper of the Stanway tollgate had barri- 
caded his house all night, and kept watch with an 
old fowling-piece loaded with sparrow-shot, be- 
cause after, nightfall Hyder Ali had leaped the 
shut high white gate, and gobbleci the pike- 
keeper's shaggy mongrel Hyder Ali had left 
the marks of his claws on the back of Farmer 
Mack's gig, when the tiger sprang at the farmer, 
or his roan horse, as they were jogging home from 
Tattleton market: the plump old roan, when 
Hyder Ali missed his spring, had galloped off like 
a racer, and spilt the plump old farmer. Hyder 
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Ali had pounced ,on a heifer at the Brook Farm 
drinking-place, and carried her off more easily than 
a fox carries off a gosling. He had played havoc 
with the deer in Stanway Park. Sheepowners on 
all sides of the town were grumbling at the way in 
which their flocks had been worried and scattered. 
The whole neighbourhood was in a panic : people 
were afraid to walk in the fields, fancying that at 
any time the tiger might come down upon them 
over a hedge, or spring at them from some nettle- 
choked ditch or brambly patch of underwood. 

Hyder Ali had escaped on a Sunday morning : 
on the Friday morning afterwards, just as Jolly- 
man, M. Sohier, and the rest were about to start 
for a hunt after him once more, little Jollyman ran 
up to the proprietor of the menagerie almost 
breathless with excitement, and gasped out — 

" Oh, if you please, sir, they say the tiger was at 
^ place they call the Sheafen Farm yesterday 
evening. He was crouching behind a haystack, 
just going, to leap into the strawyard, but the 
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beasts got sight of him, and set off — they knocked 
the gate off its hinges, and the farm-people made 
such a screeching, too, that the row scared Hyder 
away." 

"A-ha!" cried M^ Sohier. "Vat say you, M. 
Sholleeman ? Ve vill go to de Sheafen Farm, and 
ve vil stay at de Sheafen Farm, is it not ? Ve 
stay dere, and M. Hyder Ali come again. Ve not 
come back till ve see him. M. Hyder Ali vait till 
ve go home, den Monsieur play his trick. Ve vait 
for Monsieur dis time, and play our trick on him. 
De tiger valk by night in his own contree. Dat is 
de time ven ve find M. Hyder. Is dere vater, 
know you, my leetle Sholleeman, at — how you call 
it ? — de Sheafen Farm ? In his own contree dey 
find de tiger by de vater, vere de vild animals come 
down to drink." 

*' Oh yes, there 's plenty of water — ^it 's on the 
river — I know the way," answered little JoUyman 
eagerly. 

*' Come along, then, and show us/' said Jolly- 
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man to his godson ; and so, to his huge, though 
rather flattering delight, little JoUyman was in- 
cluded in the tiger-hunting expedition. 

The Sheafen Farm people were very glad to sec 
the menagerie party. The farmer gave Jolljnnan 
and M. Sohier lunch in his best parlour, and little 
JoUyman and the men had bread and cheese and 
beer in the kitchen. Then the menagerie people, 
and some of the farm folk, made bold by their 
presence, started to hunt for Hyder Ali. They 
took guns and pistols with them, and pokers, and 
ropes, and a tarpaulin rick-cover. Little JoUyman 
would have liked to go with them, but the farmer's 
wife said it would be a shame to let such a little 
chap go ; and, indeed, neither of his godfathers 
had any thought of taking liim. So little JoUyman 
played with the farmer's children, and told, them 
stories about the beasts and birds and reptiles in 
the show, whilst the men were hunting. 

There was a good deal of woodland on and 
round the farm. As the hunters had to be very 
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cautious, they had not nearly beaten all the covers 
when they, came home in the evening. 

^' N' imported' said M. Sohier, as he sat down to 
supper. ** Monsieur de tiger know vere tq help 
himself to his supper — ve vill see him, believe me, 
at his larder. It makes be-yewtiful time — de moon 
shine on your be-yewtiful face, Madame, Ve vill 
see him in full day. Calm yourself, Madame, not 
von be-yewtiful hair of your head shall be hurt. I 
say it, me, and I am brave man, and my friend, M. 
Sholleeman, is too brave man. Rest tranquil, dear 
Madame." 

Madame, the farmer's wife, however, could not 
rest tranquil. The probability that Hyder Ali 
would repeat his visit to the Farm, in quest of the 
cattle he had seen and scented, but not tasted, the 
evening before, was by no means so pleasant to her 
as it seemed to be to M. Sohier. Madame was 
constantly darting about : now to the locked garret, 
in which she had put her children into the servants' 
beds^ before their proper bed-time (being a kindly 
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soul, she wanted to make little Jollyman go to bed 
there too, but he had stood upon his manly rights) ; 
now to make sure, for the dozenth time, that all the 
windows she had shuttered, or barricaded with fur- 
niture,' when they had no shutters, were still in a 
proper state of defence ; and anon into the kitchen, 
In which were congregated her women-servants, the 
farming-men who lived at the farmhouse, and those 
who lived in the cottages nearest to it, with their 
trembling wives and children ; the menagerie men, 
and little Jollyman. Long before dusk every hoof 
and horn on the farm had been housed as securely 
as possible. The sheep were locked up in the 
barn. 

The farmer^s parlour had a bow-window which 
commanded the river, and here M. Sohier and his 
employer kept watch. They had been on the 
look-out for about half-an-hour when Jollyman 
whispered— 

" There the beggar is ! '* 

He was slinking, almost on his belly, across the 
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moonlit meadow on the other side of the river. 
At the brink there was a clump of elder-bushes, 
and behind these he lay down. They did not, 
however, hide him from the watchers at the bow- 
window. It would have been easy to send a 
bullet into his head, as he lay there, plain in the 
moonlight, but, of course, Jolly man wanted to 
recover the tiger alive, if he could, and had given 
strict orders to his party that no one was to fire 
without orders, except in a case' of urgent neces- 
sity. As to the farmer and his men, it was not 
necessary to give them instructions. As soon as 
they knew that the tiger was again on the pre- 
mises, they scampered off to the safest hiding- 
places they could find in cellars and closets, like 
rabbits to their holes ; and, to tell the truth, some 
of the menagerie men followed their example. 

The rest, with M. Sohier, Jollyman, and little 
JoUyman, stood watching the tiger from the bow- 
window. 

When ten minutes had passed, Hyder got upi 
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and stretched himself and yawned just as you 
have seen a cat do. Then he came softly round 
the bushes, and dropped, with scarcely a splash, 
into the river. But when he had waded half-way 
over, he changed his mind, wentl)ack, and crossed 
by the narrow wooden foot-bridge. Then he 
crawled up to the rickyard, leaped the hedge, and 
for a time was lost to view. 

JoUyman and his men slipped out noiselessly to 
reconnoitre, leaving the front door open ; and little 
JoUyman, forgotten in the general excitement, 
slipped after them by the parlour window. His 
heart went pit-a-pat, but when a tiger was con- 
cerned, he thought he would be far safer with M. 
Sohier, though in the open air, than alone by 
himself in the parlour. 

Presently Hyder vaulted lightly over the fence, 
and could be seen prowling about in the moonlit 
strawyard. At first silently, but afterwards giving 
snappish low growls, he sniffed at the deserted 
feeding-racks, troughs, &c. The barns, stables, 
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bullock-sheds, &c., in which the sheep, horses, 
cows, beasts, pigs, and so on, were confined, had 
not vonly been securely fastened, but their doors 
and shutters had been barricaded with waggons, 
and further fortified with chevaux de frise of up- 
turned harrows and pitchforks. 

Hyder leaped at one of the$e bristling barri- 
cades — he had scented the dainties th^t they 
guarded. Down came a set of harrows with a 
rattle, but Hyder had been wounded. Growling 
louder than before, he retreated into an empty 
cart-lodge. There he sprawled for a time upon his 
belly, wagging his tail, and moving his head sus- 
piciously from side to side. The menagerie men 
were not far off, and Hyder seemed in some way 
to have got a hint of their presence. Suddenly lie 
slewed three parts round, and with a ferocious 
growl, bounded over the wall into the piece of waste 
ground, littered with rotten tree-trunks and other 
rubbish, which lay between the house and the straw- 
yard. The menagerie people were lying perdu here 
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behind a pile of the old timber. Hyder snuffed 
right and left, and then stalked stem on for this 
pile, and crouched as if about to spring into the 
midst of the party. 

" ShoUeeman, nous serons legibier, if ve no shoot," 
whispered M. Sohier to his employer, and they both 
ran their eyes along the barrels of their guns, which 
they had thrust through crevices in their wooden 
breastwork. But just as they were about to fire 
the capricious tiger turned tail, and began to 
shamble towards the house. 

'* A-ha, ve must still shoot, M. ShoUeman," whis- 
pered M. Sohier, in a state of great excitement. 
** He vill jomp tro' de vindow, and eat our leetle 
godson." » 

"I'm here, sir," said little JoUyman, laying his 
hand on his French godfather's leg. 

"Z^ diable!*' almost shouted astonished M. 
Sohier. '* Tell me — vile, vile I " he went on. " De 
door of de street, is she shut ? " 
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" I don't know, sir — I locked the parlour door, 
and came out through the window." 

" A-ha den, my fren's, if M. Hyder vill only be 
so kin* as go in by de door of de street, ve run up and 
bang it, and play Monsieur our trick. Dere is only 
von oder door, beside de parlour door, dat give 
upon de passage, an' dat de farmers lock and bolt — 
lacJtest — ^ven dey run avay from us. All de door 
are blinded vid de iron — M. de Tiger valk into his 
cage ! A-ha ! If he go in by de vindow — ^perhaps, 
but not so sure. Allans /" 

Hyder Ali did enter the house by the front door, 
and the menagerie party, who had crept up behind, 
slammed it to— M. Sohier first adroitly slipping 
out the key. There was no fear that the front door, or 
the one at the other end of the narrow passage, could 
be forced by the frantic beast; but, since the parlour 
door was weaker, that was next barricaded with 
everything heavy that could be piled against it, and 
M. Hyder was fairly trapped in the passage. 
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The next question, however, was how to get him 
out. 

As soon as the people who had taken refuge at the 
top and the back of the house, learnt that the tiger 
was actually shut up inside it, they crept from their 
hiding-places, and started in a wild race for the 
town. Some of them, however, kept their wits 
sufficiently to carry Jollyman's orders to his agent, 
and, in process of time, the tiger's mended cage-car 
arrived at the Sheafen Farm, and was drawn up 
sideways before the front door, with its door open. 
Any other opening, through which the tiger might 
have been tempted to leap into the open air, instead 
of into his cage, was blocked as securely as possible, 
space being only left for M. Sohier to crawl under 
the caravan, and unlock and thrust back the house 
door. 

When it was opened, Hyder gave a terrific growl, 
and a bound forward. Then, with a disappointed 
snarl, he turned and began walking backwards and 
forwards, just as if he were at the menagerie on 
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show. After that he backed sullenly, and crouched 
at the farther end of the passage. A fearful clash 
and hammering were kept up behind, and on the 
iron-lined back-door, but still he obstinately refused 
to move. It was not until fireworks had been sent 
for from Tattleton, and flung into the passage 
through the cage, that, bewildered by the crack, 
bang, boom, blaze, and stifling smoke, he bounded 
with what was half a roar, and half- a whine, into 
his prison. The door was shot t© in a second, the 
.caravan was secured on all sides, and it reached 
Tattleton in time for Hyder Ali to be exhibited on 
the Saturday morning. 

Little JoUyman rode back to Tattleton in triumph 
on the agent's dogcart, in company with his two 
godfathers. Both JoUyman and M. Sohier were so 
pleased at having recovered the tiger alive, partly ' 
by means of little JoUyman, that they persuaded 
themselves that he had done far more than he really 
had. He had simply locked the parlour door, but 
then, as that locking had greatly helped the catching 
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of tlie tiger, Jollyman and M. Sohier talked as if 
their /n?/^/ had known beforehand that Hyder Ali , 
would go in by the front door, and made him out 
to be a clever little hero. 

He was rather puzzled to understand his heroism, 
but, at any rate, he had behaved better than the 
menagerie men who forsook their master and their 
mates. It was a long time before M. Sohier ceased 
to express his lofty contempt of these men to their 
faces. 

" L&cJtel^ he would say, grinding his teeth, and 
rolling his words, whenever he met' one of the 
deserters, " my leetle boy have more of brave in his 
leetle finger, dan you in all your gross corpse. It 
is dat vich he have, my leetle godson, Shpllee- 
man Greemstone. Have you shame, you? No, 
no — not at alL Go, pigl You are not but a 
poltronV 

Jollyman gave a supper to the men who had 
helped in catching the tiger. He sat at the head 
of the table, and M. Sohier at the foot. Little 
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Joilyman was invited to the supper, and his health 
was drunk. Joilyman proposed it, and M. Sohier, 
who was very proud of his command of pure 
idiomatic English, insisted on returning thanks for 
his young friend : — 

" Meester chair — man, milors, leddies, an' gentle 
— men, I leap on my leg to tank for de honour you 
have done to carry a toast to my young fren'. I 
have not need of pray you excuse my Anglish, 
because dat I have live so long time into your 
contree, dat Anglish or French it is all equal to me. I 
love my young fren', an* my young fren' love me. M. 
Sholieeman an* me, ve are de god-fazer of my young 
fren'. Me, I teach my young fren* all my possible. 
Yoli see dat my young fren' have become vat you 
others Anglish call a fine fell — ah. He capture de 
tiger. He is courageous, he is spiritual. Meester 
chair — man, milors, leddies, an' gentle — men, you 
have, show much of goodness to my ybung fren'. 
I tank you to de bottom of my heart.. I carry 
now a toast to de illustrious M. Sholieeman — not 
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my young fren', but de ancient M. ShoUeeman, our 
chair— man.". 

Next week little Jollyman was almost as famous 
in Tattleton as the Lion King himself. On the 
market-day, in the middle of the week, Farmer ' 
Mack and the Sheafen farmer tried to set up for 
heroes on the strength of their tiger experiences, 
but their brother farmers laughed them to scorn. 

"Your 'oss ran away from the tiger with you, 
Mack," they said ; " and Thompson ran away from 
it with hisself, as you M ha' done, Mack, if your 'oss 
hadn't ha* done it for ye. You hain't nayther of 
ye got half a quarter of the pluck of the little 
chap/' 
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CAMEL-DRIVING. 



TOURING the afternoon performance at Jolly- 
man's, the dromedary and the two-humped 
Bactrian camel were led up and down the shqw by 
their "oriental" attendants, and children, half a 
dozen at a time, were allowed to ride upon them. 
The youngsters laughed very much ; but s6me of 
them held on so tight, and looked so scared for all 
their laughing, that little JoUyman was very much 
amused. ; 

Both dromedary and camel would let little 
JoUyman do what he liked with them. He climbed 
up their legs, he hoisted himself on to their backs 
by their tails, he put his legs round their necks, 
and hung head downwards, and they did not mind 
him in the least. He generally helped to feed 
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them, and so, in a sluggish sort of way, they were 
half fond of him. When they were kneeling, and 
he was inclined for a nap on a drowsy afternoon, 
he used to go to sleep, nestling up to their rough 
sides. 

Little Jollyman knew by heart the speech the 
showman used to make about the camels. It was 
something like this : — 

" Camels, ladies and gentlemen, are of two kinds 
• — the common camel, or one-humped dromedary 
of Arabia, and the two-humped or Bactrian 
camel. There is also a one-humped camel in Wes- 
tern India, distinct from the Arabian dromedary. 
The Bactrian camel, yon will observe, is darker 
than the dromedary, and shaggier, especially 
under the throat. The gentleman lives in a colder 
climate, and so he requires a warmer coat and a 
comforter. The camel has poetically been termed 
the Ship of the Desert. In the sandy wastes, in 
which there is no longer even the dry coarse vege- 
tation on which the patient creature is content to 
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graze, it feeds upon its hump, having been enabled 
by Providence to suck the goodness of it into its 
system in some mysterious manner. 'Dandies, 
they say, starve their bellies to feed their backs ; 
the camel is sensibler, and starves its back to feed 
its belly. The Ship of the Desert, like ships of 
the sea, has its water-casks aboard. It can stow 
enough water away in its stomach to last it for a 
long time. Thirsty travellers have sometimes 
killed their camels to get at the water inside. Jt 
can also scent water at a very great distance. 
Observe its nostrils, which it can shut, to keep the 
sand out when the simoon is blowing. Observe its 
strong upper cutting teeth, for cropping the tough 
stuff it feeds on in the desert. Perhaps some of 
you young ladies and gentlemen may remember 
reading in your story-books about a dervish, that 
was brought up before a magistrate for stealing. 
He 'd met some merchants that had lost a camel, 
and asked 'em if they hadn't lost one, and told 'em 
what kind of a beast it was, and what it was laden 
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with, and yet swore he had never seen it This 
was how he explained it all : * I knew that I had 
crossed the track of a camel th^t had strayed from 
its owner, because I saw no mark of any human 
footsteps on the same route ; I knew that the ani- 
mal was blind in one eye, because it had cropped 
the herbage only on one side of its path ; and I 
perceived that it was lame in one leg, from the 
faint impression that particular foot had produced 
upon the sand ; 1 concluded that the animal had 
lost one tooth, because, wherever it had grazed, a 
small tuft of herbage was left uninjured in the 
centre of its bite. As to that which formed the 
burden of the beast, the busy ants informed me 
that it was corn on one side, and the clustering 
flies that it was honey on the other/ The camel 
kneels to receive its load — observe its horny knee- 
caps. Although patient, it will not be too much put 
upon, and refuses to rise when the load is too heavy 
for its strength. It can travel twenty miles a day 
with nearly half a ton upon its back. Observe its 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



Camel'Driving, 63 



spreading, pad-like feet, , which prevent it from 
sinking in the sand, and will not readily blister. 
To its owners in its native land the camel is horse, 
cow, and sheep rolled into one; carrying them- 
selves and their goods, supplying them with milk, 
and also with cloth for their garments and tents. 
A good many of you young ladies and gentlemen, 
no doubt, have camels' hair paint-brushes ; if you 
please, you can now have a ride on a camel's 
back." 

Two or three weeks after the Sheafen Farm 
adventure, it happened that the man whose duty 
it was to lead the Bactrian camel was taken ill, and 
since little JoUyman and the Bactrian were such 
good friends, and JoUyman wanted, moreover, to 
give his godson some special mark of favour, our 
little friend was appointed to lead Sam. That was 
the Bactrian's conimonplace name; the drome- 
dary's name was Alraschid. 

Mrs JoUyman and his mother made a turban for 
little JoUyman, and a suit of what they called 
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** eastern clothes/* They did not imitate the dress 
of any eastern nation in particular; but at any rate 
little JoUyman had a white robe, which looked very 
much like a night-shirt, a crimson sash, baggy blue 
trousers, and yellow slippers with turned-up toes ; 
and sometimes he wore his green turban with a 
gilt crescent on it, and sometimes an old* but very 
smart embroidered smoking-cap, which M, Sohier 
had given to Mrs Grimstone to cut down into a 
fez for the young camel-driver. Both she and he 
were very proud of the imposing appearance he 
made in his uniform. 

After a time, he had to lead the camel in the 
procession on entering a town as well as in the 
show, and attracted so much attention, that the 
man who led the dromedary, being quite thrown 
into the shade, grew jealous.- This man, whose 
menagerie nickname was Grisly, was almost the 
only crony Bob Grimstone had, and the two kept 
company, not from any liking each had for the 
other, but because neither could get any one else 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



Camel-Driving. ' 65 



to associate with him. They often quarrelled, 
and never formally made up their quarrels; but 
when they had got tired of sulky solitude they 
came together again, without saying anything 
about their last squabble. 

One night, when Jollyman's had just built-up. in 
Norton-super-Mare. Bob Grimstone and Grisly 
were sitting over their ale at tKe '* Smack Ashore," 
grumbling as usual at things in general. 

" The gu Vnor *s as bad as a slave-driver, he be," 
growled Bob. " A cove need be made o' cast iron, 
an' worked by steam to git through Ais work." 

"The boss be blowed, says I," answered Grisly. 
Grisly had been for a short time in America, and 
therefore would not condescend to use even such a 
substitute as "governor" for "master." "The boss 
and me will have to part, I guess. If he don't look 
out I '11 give him a bit of my mind, and walk. / 
ain't a-going to stand his nonsense." 

" You ha'n't got jnuch to complain of, as I see," 
said Bob. " I wish I 'd got your billet. Jest you 
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look at me. I 'm alius at it, an' never gits my 
screw riz." 

"I ha'n*t got much to complain of, ha'n't I? 
Ha'n't the boss been and gone and give Sam to 
that young whelp o' yourn to look after ? A kid 
like that ! He *11 lose his head — all the fools a- 
makin* so much of him — that 's what he '11 do. I M 
welt him night an' mornin', a deal more reg'lar than 
I 'd give him his grub, to keep his pride down, if I 
was his father. " 

" He don't want for weltin'," replied Bob, proudly, 
conscious that if frequent flogging was the duty 
a father owed to a son, he performed his most 
punctiliously. 

" A'n't ye afraid he '11 blow on ye — ^to the boss, or 
that confounded stuck-up Frenchy ? " 

" No, I a'n't, " answered Bob, still proudly. 

" He knows, if he was to peach, his psalm-singin' 
mother 'ud ketch it wus than she do* I ^m bound to 
take it out o' one on em, an' so he keeps a still 
tongue in his teeth, even when I 'm a-weltin' on him. 
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It riles me sometimes that I can't make him holler ; 
but then, you see, it 's all for the best — I can go on 
a-weltin' on him. And it shows it 's doin* of him 
good. He 's gittin' hardened. That 's the way to 
bring up yer kids. Lick *em, right or wrong, an' 
then they don't care." 

" Well, anyhow, it's a shame that a young whelp 
like that should be taking the bread out of the 
mouth of a grown man. What does the boss give 
young Tiger-ketcher for his camel-drivin' ? " 

" Nothin' — ^leastways, nothin' that comes my 
way." 

" Why, what a fool you must be, Gririistone ! If 
the young un is to have the job, you 've a right to 
what he arns. But I suppose you 're afraid to speak 
up to the boss." 

Although little Jollyman did not get any regular 
wages, Bob knew well enough that his wife and his 
son got a good deal more from his good-natured 
employers than little Jollyman could have earned 
-—of which, of course, Bob managed to get the 
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biggest share; but he was a very greedy fellow, 
and, besides, he did not fancy being thought a fool 
by Grisly, and afraid of the governor ; and so Bob 
asked JoUyman to give little Jollyman wages, and 
to pay them over to him. 

This application did not turn out as Grisly had 
expected. He had hoped that Jollyman, in a tiff, 
would have taken Sam out of little Jollyman's 
charge ; he never dreamt for a moment that the 
'* boss " would really agree to give little Jollyman 
wages ; but that is what Jollyman did, managing, 
however, so that Bob could not get hold of them, 
to waste them at the "Smack Ashore" and such 
places. 

Disappointed, Grisly then hit upon another 
plan. He sharpened up the end of a rusty iron 
spike, and placed it in Sam's stable, in such a way 
that it ran into the poor camel's foot, whilst little 
Jollyman was giving him some hay. Sam almost 
screamed with pain, and in his agony and rage 
made a spiteful snap at little Jollyman's arm. 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



Camel-Driving. 69 



Fortunately the camel missed his aim ; and when 
little JoUyman became his best nurse — tenderly 
sponging the wounded foot with warm water, and 
lifting disabled Sam's food to his lips — Sam grew 
fonder than ever of little Jollyman. 

But Grisly, of course, made the most of the 
camel's snap. He talked learnedly about animaFs 
instinct ; and hinted plainly, although he did not 
dare to say openly, that it was little Jollyman 
who, either carelessly or wilfully, because he was 
tired of the bother of leading Sam, was really 
responsible for Sam's injury. 

Knaves, however, make ridiculous blunders. 
They get so used to tell lies that they forget what 
truth looks like. No one belonging to the mena- 
gerie believed for a moment that little Jollyman 
had hurt Sam. Almost every one suspected that it 
was Grisly who had lamed the camel. M. Sohier 
was sure of it, and urged Jollyman to bundle Grisly 
off instahter ; that he should have dared to insinuate 
that little Jollyman had been guilty of a brutally, 
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cowardly trick, was quite enough to condemn 
Grisly in M. Sohier's eyes. Jollyman also was 
indigfnant; but he would not* discharge a man 
without proof that he had betrayed his trust 
Nevertheless, Jollyman let Grisly see that he had 
no confidence in him. 

Little Jollyman was appointed to lead about 
Alraschid until Sam should get better; and Grisly, 
instead of being able to go on wearing the eastern 
costume, of which he was very proud, in spite of 
his grisliness, was sent back to unbroken fustian- 
and-corduroy drudgery. 

Of course, he hated little Jollyman worse than 
ever for his disappointment. How meanly- 
malicious Grisly again tried to " serve out " the 
little camel-driver, I will tell you in my next 
chapter. 
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* ^ grisly" S REVENGE, 

'T^HE brindled gnu was not exactly a favourite 
of little JoUyman's, but it was a beast at 
which he was very fond of looking, because it was 
so curious. He called it "Odds and Ends," 
*' Patchwork," *' Penn'orth of all sorts," and so on, 
because of its bull's mouth, its Roman nose, its big 
block of a head, its ox's horns and dewlap, its 
lion's mane, its antelope's legs, and its horse's body, 
sloping like a giraffe's, as if it were tempting little 
boys, for spiteful purposes, to climb on to its back 
by means of its donkey-like tail. 

Little Jolly man, moreover, had heard stories 
about the brindled gnu which greatly interested 
him. Smith had served in Africa as a trooper. 
He had been servant to one of the officers of his 
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regiment, who was passionately fond of sport, and 
who used to take Smith with him when he went 
on a hunting expedition. So Smith had seen 
brindled gnus running wild in their own country 
north of the Orange river. 

" There 's the white-tailed sort south of the river, 
and a'n't it queer now," said Smith, ''that though 
they come right down to the river, there isn't a 
single Kokoon south of it ? " 

"But you weren't talking about silkworms," 
little Jolly man objected. 

*' Ha ! ha ! " answered his friend. " Kokoon's 
the name the Bechuana people give the brindled 
gnu. The Hottentots call it Baas — that means 
Master, because it's such a fierce-looking beast. 
But it isn't as game as it looks. It'll ttiake up to 
you as if it meant fight — ^was a-goin' to run at you 
like a bull ; and, then, if you level your gun it '11 
be off like a shot — hundreds of 'em with their 
heads down between their knees, and whisking 
about their tails as if they was whip-lashes. Then 
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when they think they've gave theirselves enough 
law, they '11 call a halt and right-about-face. Back 
they '11 come prancing andpawing as if they meant 
to charge. Then they '11 halt again, and down will 
go their heads with the horns stuck out — * prepare 
to receive cavalry' like, you know — and then off 
they'll set again. It's queer to see 'em capering 
about when they're pleased — just for all the world 
as calves scamper about in a meadow when a 
railway train goes by. Yes, I 've shot them, but 
it 's precious hard to take them alive. The governor 
bought ours from a dealer. It's a sulky beast, 
and savage too, when it's riled. 'Ta'nt unlike old 
Grisly." 

I do not know whether old Grisly overheard this 
speech, and little Jollyman laughing at it ; but, at 
any rate, he made use of the brindled gnu to 
wreak his spite on the little boy. 

The gnu was in a very bad temper one day — 
stamping its feet and rattling its horns against the 
bars and sides of its stable — when old Grisly went 
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to give it its hay. It made a butt at him as he put 
in the bundle. Little JoUyman was standing at 
the open door, and as old Grisly stepped back he 
pretended to stumble against his little rival, but 
really intentionally pushed him into the cage. The 
angry gnu bruised and crushed our young friend 
very badly before Jollyman, who happened to come 
up just in the nick of time, pulled him out. 

Jollyman had brought down the loaded butt-end 
of his cart-whip on the muzzle of the gnu, and, 
naturally enough, losing his temper at the thought 
of old Grisly's cowardly malice, he made the heavy 
whip-corded lash writhe round old Grisly's legs and 
arms and shoulders, until he howled for mercy. 
Jollyman could not have sworn, perhaps, in a court 
of law that old Grisly had intentionally pushed little 
Jollyman into the cage ; but he had guessed, ac- 
curately enough as it proved, how things had 
happened ; and so, on the spur of the moment, 
he gaVe old Grisjy a hearty horsewhipping, and 
at once bundled him out of his service. 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



Grisly* s Revenge. 75 

Old Grisly threatened to bring an action for 
assault against his former employer, but — some- 
how he didn't. 

Little JoUyman was confined to his bed for some 
time; besides bruises he had some broken bones. 
Mrs Jollyman and his mother, of course, made a 
great pet of him, to the huge disgust of his father, 
who growled that he might have had every bone in 
his body broken, without folk making half a quarter 
such a fuss — which, perhaps, was true. Jollyman 
and M. Sohier often looked in to have a chat with 
their little godson, and Smith would come to cheer 
him up with African stories. 

*'Ah, Afrikee's the place if a gentleman wants 
sport — that's what IVe often heard my master 
say," Smith would remark, " It a'n't like pottering 
after birds in England, with your lunch to meet 
you, and getting pheasants and such driv up for 
you to kill for Leadenhall Market, just as if you 
was in a poulterer's pay, and galloping after a fox, 
and thinkin' you Ve done something wonderful if 
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you Ve killed a half-wild stag keepers have been 
looking after, and tenant-farmers grumbling about. 
There *s real game in Afrikee — real big game, and 
plenty of it dangerous to tackle ; and most of it 
will try a man s pluck and wind better by a long 
chalk than anything the quality call game in this 
part of the world. And some of it 's a deal better 
eating, too, I Ve heard my master say, and he came 
of a sort that ought to know what 's what in that 
line. I know / never tasted better stuff than eland's 
flesh, and there was no stint of it when I was out 
with master shooting in Afrikee. As big as a fat 
ox it is, though they call it an antelope. Great 
herds of them we came on, grazing just as quiet as 
cattle till we roused *em, where there was grassy 
flats with water. The governor ought to get an 
eland or two — they Ve done well at the London Zoo, • 
And then there's the hippopotamus — ^though we 
couldn't manage that so well, because we should 
want a tank. I remember the first hippopotamus 
that ever came to England. They'd a special train 
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run for him from Southampton, and the people 
crowded to the stations just as if he*cl been 
the Queen, though he was only a calf. He'd 
wriggled out of the arms of the man that cotched 
him in the reeds, and so the chap had to hook him 
back with his spear. He grew so fat in Engjand 
that they'd need a team of horses to drag him now- 
a-days. IVe seen lots of them splashing about in the 
African rivers — sometimes the mother will take her 
young un on her back. When he 's hunted the 
hippopotamus always takes to the water, and down 
,he goes, like a big bit of rock, fat as he is. But, of 
course, he must come up again to blow, and then 
a spear or a bullet finishes him. He 's a nuisance 
to the natives that have got crops on the river-side 
— eats a lot and treads down more. They set traps 
for him : pitfalls with a sharp stake at^ the bottom. 
He 's so heavy that, spite of his thick skin, the stake 
runs through his belly, and then he 's a feed for 
them, and a catch altogether. Uncommon good 
hippopotamus flesh is— rfirst-rate bacon it makes — 
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' speck ' they call it at the Cape. Then there 's the 
teeth — A I ivory. And then there *s the skin. If 
old Grisly had been thonged with hippopotamus 
hide, he wouldn't have forgotten it in a hurry, I '11 
go bail, and serve him right too." 

" But I a'n't sure old Grisly meant to push me 
in," said little Jollyman. 

*' Don't tell lies," answered Smith. "You are 
sure ; and where 's the good of pretending that you 
think folks better than they 've proved themselves 
— all the time letting other folks see that you know 
they 're right. Don't be a humbug, my boy. If 
you forgive old Grisly, forgive him ; but don't sham 
that you don't know that old Grisly wanted to make 
an object of you, just because the governor welted 
him and kicked him out for trying of it on. The 
governor took it out of him well, there 's no doubt 
about that ; but don't you be a humbug, my boy, 
shamming you a'n't sure Grisly earned his thrashin'. 
What was I a-talking about? Oh yes, rhino- 
ceroses." 
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" No, you weren't, please/' said little JoUyman. 
" It was hippopotamuses, Mr Smith." 

" Well> I was going to talk about rhinoceroses, 
young 'un, — so it *s all the same," Smith answered, 
laughing. "They're all two-horned in Afrikee. 
There was one of 'em charged me once, puffing 
and blowing. It was for all the world like being 
chased by a great big steam-boiler. 

^^ Seen a Zebra wildf I should rather say I 
have, my boy," Smith went on — ''hundreds upon 
hundreds of 'em. There's three sorts. Black and 
white — that lives up on the mountains. And then 
there's the black and yellow — such as we have. 
He 's a deal fonder of gnus than you 're likely to be. 
Wherever you see black and yellow zebras, there 
you 11 see brindled gnus, all mixed up together ; 
and then there 's the quagga — now that won't mix 
with the other zebras, but makes precious friends 
with the white-tailed gnus and the ostriches. 
TheyVe almost always together — don't it seem 
funny ? The quaggas are like the cuckoos — they ' ve 
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made up their own name. Quagga's just what 
they seem to say." 

When little JoUyman was able to walk about 
again, he went the round of the menagerie, renew- 
ing his acquaintance with the beasts. The Bactrian- 
camel, whose foot had healed, seemed quite pleased 
to see him, and even the gnu, being comparatively 
in a good temper, did not take his head away when 
he put his hand, into its cage to scratch and tickle 
the brute in token of forgiveness. The pretty little 
gazelle trotted up to him and put her white nose 
into his hand. The opossum and the marmoset 
swarmed up him as if he had been a climbing-pole, 
and seated themselves one on his right shoulder, 
and the other on his left The cockatoo perched 
' itself upon his head, and setting up his yellow saw- 
crest, at first angrily scolded the marmoset and 

I 
opossum, but after a bit it grew reconciled to their 

presence, and chuckled "pretty cocky, pretty cocky, 
pretty cocky," for half an hour in the most con- 
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ceitedly self-complacent style. All his pets were 
very pleased to see little Jollyman about again. 

A few days after he was allowed to get out of 
bed, he went into the Staghurst woods to gather 
groundsel, sow-thistle, and so on for his birds, 
&c. Staghurst had once been almost entirely 
surrounded by thick wood, and though some 
clearings and enclosures had been made round 
the town, there were still miles of lonely wood to 
ramble about in. 

After lying for weeks in a narrow little bed, it 

was so pleasant to breathe the fresh air, to feel the 

warm sunlight, to smell the green leaves and the 

dead leaves, the fern and furze and wood flowers, 

to see the bright-eyed birds hopping about, the 

field-mice scurrying through the warm grass, the 

water-rats diving under the green duckweed on 

the black pond, the red squirrels high up in the 

trees, the green, and golden, and steel-coloured flies, 

and beetles circling and darting and crawling here 

and there, the white and yellow, and brown and 

F 

Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



82 The Travelling Menagerie. 

blue butterflies fluttering about like fallen blossoms, 
the jewel-eyed little lizards basking on sunny logs, 
— it was so pleasant to see all this, and to hear the 
birds singing, and the insects humming, and the 
leaves and the grass and the briar-sprays rustling 
in the wind, that little Jollyman forgot that he was 
still not over strong, and wandered on and on until 
he was obliged to sit down on the ground tired out. 
He was hardly down before he laid his head upon 
a sunny bank, atnd fell asleep. 

It was in a very lonely part of the woods, and for 
a wonder he had not brought a dog with him ; but 
what had he to fear ? So far as he knew there was 
not a human being in the woiid that would wish to 
harm him except his father and old Grisly, and he 
had grown too much accustomed to his father's 
thrashings to have much fear of him ; and as to old 
Grisly, the town in which he had been horsewhipped 
and dismissed was miles upon miles away from 
Staghurst. 

Nevertheless, old Grisly found little Jollyman in 
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the forest. The man, when young, had worked as 
a charcoal-burner' there, and he went back to his 
old calling when Jollyman turned him off. He 
lived in a hut in a hollow so thickly wooded that it 
was almost dark at noon on the brightest sum- 
mer's day; and besides charcoal-burning, he did a 
good deal of poaching, and a little smuggling when 
he got the chance — and worse things, it was 
rumoured. 

It happened that he was in Staghurst, at a dis- 
reputable tumble-down beershop in the outskirts 
of the town, when little Jollyman went by on his 
way to the woods. Grisly knew him at once, and 
dogged him at a distance. 

" I a'n't goin' to get, flogged like a hound, for 
the sake of that young whelp for nothin^l' old 
Grisly growled to himself. 

He let little Jollyman wander on and on with- 
out disturbing him — the farther into the wood he 
went, the better for old Grisly. He let the boy 
settle himself off to sleep, and then slipping up 
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quietly, gagged and blindfolded him, tied his hands 
and feet, and flung him over his shoulder like a 
sack. Holding the boy in this way, old Grisly 
jogged on towards his hut. 

Little Jollyman soon awoke, but when awake, he 
fancied he must still be dreaming — in a nightmare. 
He was being Hurried along by some mysterious 
being through rough and sharp things that made 
the blood stream down his face, but he could not 
see, he could not speak, and could only twitch his 
legs and arms. 

Not a word did old Grisly say to him until he had 
got him into his hut. There old Grisly tied little 
JoUyman's hands to the handle, and his feet to the 
bolt of a door, and went away to get something. 
He came back cracking a cart-whip, and then un- 
did the bandage he had put round little Jollyman's 
eyes. 

"You shall see who it is," he said, in a voice 
that made little JoUyman's flesh creep. " I 'm goin' 
to flog the life out of ye — that 's all. Yer fine friends 
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can't help ye now. I 'm sorry I can't afford to hear 
ye howl, but it *s safer even here, perhaps, to keep 
the gag in." 

And then the brute began to lash the poor 
writhing little chap most fiendishly. The ninth 
or tenth lash had been given when little Jollyman 
heard, not very far off, the puzzled yelping of a 
dog. He knew the dog's voice, and making a 
tremendous effort, spat out his gag, gave a wild 
yell, and then a wild whistle like a curlew's, and 
a half-despairing shout for '* Rover." In five 
seconds panting Rover and another of the 
menagerie dogs had leaped through the hut's 
window, whined and wagged their tails for an 
instant about little Jollyman, and then sprung 
at old 'Grisly's throat and laid him on his back. 
A minute or two later M. Sohier and Smith came 
up and forced the door of the hut. ^ 

*^ Les chiens ont raison^ said M. Sohier, instinc- 
tively making out what had happened. " Ve vill 
keel him, M. Smit — keel^ him sur le champ. De 
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condemned scoondrelle — see you! — he. die by my 
hand df de vengeance ! " 

Smith had great difficulty in keeping M. Sohier 
from lynching Grisly. 

Smith at last got the villain consigned to his 
own custody and the dogs'. As Smith shoved 
the cruel old coward before him at arm's length 
towards Staghurst and its lock-up, M. Sohier 
called after them — 

"See you, M. Smit.^ — de scoondrelle go to de 
dogs sans phrase if he shall strive to form himself 
rare." 

M. Sohier, who was verjr proud of his knowledge 
of English slang, meant "try to make himself 
scarce." To guard against this contingency, the 
ferocious Lion King, carrying tired, terrified, and. 
tortured little Jollyman, sometimes pick-a-back 
and sometimes in his arms, as tenderly as a 
mother, strode out stoutly at the heels of the pri- 
soner and his guards. 

The issue to old Grisly was, that for accumu- 
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lated misdeeds, he was sentenced to a long term 
of penal servitude ; but this did not satisfy M: 
Sohier. 

"De dogs had reason, my leetle Sholleeman,*' 
he said. " Dey have, envy to keel de old scoon- 
drelle, because dat dey save your life." 

The menagerie dogs, missing their playmate 
after a time, had tracked him to the bank on 
which he had lain down to sleep ; and then, being 
at fault, they had gone back into the town, and 
whined and taken hold of the skirts of Smith and 
M. Sohier's coats, and dragged them into the 
wood — ^with the result that has been already 
recorded 
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OLD CHUNY AND THE REBECCA RIOTS. 

/^LD CHUNY, as well as M. Sohier, made 
a pet of little JoUyman. Old Chuny was 
the biggest elephant in the show, a magnificent 
fellow from India, nearly eleven feet high. He 
would lift little Jollyman- on to his back with his 
trunk, and minded him almost as much as the 
keepers. Sometimes littte Jollyman put him 
through his performances. 

He was a very accomplished old gentleman, 
was Chuny. He could make a bow, ring a bell, 
draw a cork, drink a glass of ale, and play 6n the 
piano. He used to come out of his cage in very 
gay caparison to perform these feats, and then at 
the word of command he would crouch down to 
have a double seat fastened on his back, and 
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grown-up people as well as children climbed on to 
it, and if little Jollyman happened to be in charge, 
Chuny, when he had got his freight of passengers, 
would, as I have said, swing his little driver up on 
to his neck, and stop and turn just as the boy 
ordered him. 

It was only with little. Jollyman and 'Smith and 
Barney that old Chuny behaved in this way. If 
any one else gave him an order, he would not 
condescend to pay the slightest attention to it, and 
any one except his three friends who presumed 
to take a liberty with him, was pretty sure to 
repent it. 

One day a visitor to the show kept on oflfering 
him a bun, and then pulling it away before Chuny 
could get at it. He was very good-tempered at 
first, but got more and more annoyed as the trick 
was persisted in, and at last sulkily refused to take 
any more notice of his teaser. But half an hour 
afterwards, when he was out of his cage, Chuny 
found his tantaliser close to him. In a second the 
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elephant whipped off the man's straw hat, offering 
it to him and pulling it back just as Ite had done 
with the bun — and then old Chuny ate up the 
hat 

Another time, a broiling summer's day, that must 
have made Chuny think of the distant days in 
which he used to go crashing through his native 
woods, he was enjoying a shower bath. A great 
washing tub had been filled with Abater for him, 
and' Chuny was squirting it up through his trunk, 
shaking his big ears with enjoyment when it 
pattered down on his grey hide. One of the in- 
side men, to save himself trouble, took it into his 
head to fill a bucket from Chuny's tub. Chuny 
allowed two bucketfuls to be taken away without 
resistance, but when the man had filled his pail for 
the third time, Chiiny quietly took it out of his 
hand, and suddenly turned it over the man's head, 
and clapped it down like an extinguisher. 

On another occasion, when Chuny was marching 
along the high road, a turnpikeman had the im- 
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pudence to shut the gate in his face. Whereupon 
Chuny pulled it off the hinges, and carrying it to a 
bridge a little farther on, tilted it over the parapet 
into the stream which ran beneath. This was 
on the borders of Wales, and at the time of the 
Rebecca Riots. At the first Welsh town Chuny 
entered, after his turnpike exploit, he was cheered 
as if he had been King Llewellyn risen from the 
dead to drive out the English. 

Perhaps though, as they happened nearly thirty 
years ago, you never heard of the Rebecca Riots 
before, Welshmen, partly disguised in women's 
dress, used to go about by night pulling down 
turnpike gates. They called themselves Rebec- 
caites, because there is a text in Genesis which 
says that Rebecca's seed shall possess the gate of 
their enemies. 

Whilst the menagerie was staying at the Welsh 
town which Chuny entered in so much triumph, 
little Jollyman got mixed up in a Rebecca riot. 

On one side of the town there are high moun- 
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tains, dotted with little ponds and big blocks of 
stone. You may wander over them for hours and 
not come across a single human being — only a few 
wild-looking rusty-black ponies, with long tails and 
manes buttoned with burs, or, perhaps, now and 
then a rabbit scurrying through the rushes. 

Well, little Jolly man was out on^these mountains 
one evening with his dogs — perhaps doing a little 
rabbit-coursing. At any rate, he rambled a long 
way, and found himself some time after sunset 
a few miles from the town. 

He had come to a cleft in the bare mountains, 
covered from top to bottom with red and golden 
wood. A stony-bottomed little stream ran down 
this cleft, and on a green riiound beside the stream 
stood a little ruined church. The low churchyard 
wall had almost all tumbled down, and lay in 
mossy heaps, nearly covered with great sprawling 
primrose-leaves and fox-coloured fern. The little 
coffin-shaped flower beds which the Welsh make 
over their graves, were choked with grass and 
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weeds, and the gravestones had turned green — 
little Jollyman, even if it had not been dusk, would 
scarcely have been able to make out the dim Bibles 
painted on them. The low square tower and the 
little nave and chancel were all uncovered — except 
with ivy. 

Little Jollyman sat down under a black yew- 
tree on the black stone stile which still stood up- 
right, and listened to the rustling of the ivy and 
the running of the stream. It was not that he was 
a " romantic " little boy, who, as some might have 
done, got real pleasure, however pensive, out of 
that lonely little scene — little Jollyman was simply 
resting. 

He was just thinking of starting when he saw 
some figures coming through the dusk. Little 
Jollyman slipped off the stile and hid with his dogs 
in the old church. More and more figures mustered 
m the dusk, in and about the old graveyard. So 
far as little Jollyman could make out, some of these 
were fierce ironstone and coal-miners, who had 
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assembled to enjoy a row ; and with these were 
sonie bold tip-girls with their leather buskins still 
on, their dusty handkerchiefs still bound tightly over 
their hair, and carrying shovels on the shoulders of 
their dirty long-sleeved pinafores. Others were 
small farmers and farm-labourers, very much alike. 
But most were, as little Jollyman thought at first, 
very tall women, in Mother Hubbard hats, whittles, 
plaid ** bedgowns," all complete. These were the 
dressed-up Rebeccaites. 

Almost every man and woman, real or pre- 
tended, present, carried some kind of tool or 
weapon. One of the Rebeccaites made a little 
speech which, as it was in Welsh, little Jollyman, 
of course, could not understand. It sounded to 
him very much as if the speaker was sometimes 
playing a church organ and at other times angrily 
spitting out a mouthful of dry, hairy mortar. When 
he had finished, his followers gave a singing hum, 
something like that which the telegraph wires give 
out beneath the wind, and then they followed their 
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leader up one of the woody sides of the mountain 
cleft, and little Jollyman followed them. 

The red and golden wood was quite black by 
that time ; but when he got to the top of the hill, 
there was more fiery red and gold to see; On the 
sides, and at the bottom of a valley in the distance, 
iron-works were still in full blast. Snow-white 
clouds, made pink or ruddy by the roaring flames, 
rolled up from the valley, black clouds of smoke 
hung over it, fires flickered on the huge dark heaps 
of rubbishy light gleamed out of the many windows 
of the huge black buildings, the sky above was 
flushed as if Doomsday had come. 

But it was not for the ironworks the Rebeccaites 
were bound. They struck inland down the moun- 
tain-side, and tramped through a silent little 
village, built like a good many Welsh villages, 
half of the cottages at various levels above, and 
the other half at various levels below, the ever up- 
and-downing roadway — a village in which, small 
and silent though it was, a few of the inhabitants 
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were still up, waiting for the arrival of those whom 
they looked upon as their benefactors. 

The Rebeccaites marched through the village to 
a brand-new turnpike, erected a short way beyond 
it on the road to the nearest market-town. The 
rails and the gate were carried at a rush. They 
were dragged out of the ground, and one from 
another, and smashed up into a litter of small fire- 
wood in next to no time. The startled turnpike 
man looked out of his bedroom in his shirt-sleeves, 
and shouted something in English in a half terrified, 
half angry tone. An altogether angry howl in 
Welsh answered him. 

"Coom oot, mon, or they'll burn thee in thy 
bed," one of the miners in the mob, an English- 
man, interpreted — half sympathetically, half ex- 
ultingly. 

The poor pikekeeper put on his trousers and 
escaped by a back window, and the rioters instantly 
proceeded to wreck the house. Doors and windows 
were smashed in a twinkling; furniture was con- 
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temptuously pitched out to be treated according to 
the p9pular pleasure^ and all kinds of tools went to 
work to rase the hated toll-house out of existence. 
There was a wild chaos for a time of pushing 
and shouting, levering, ramming, and hammering, 
sparks, splinters, and dust The task was almost ' 
completed. Most of the rioters were gathering 
together the smashed wood to finish off with a 
bonfire — the moon had just risen — ^when in the 
comparative quiet the sound of horses' feet and 
a measured but rapid human tramps tramps tramps 
were heard upon the road. Up galloped a magis- 
trate and an officer in undress uniform. The 
infantry who followed them soon came swing- 
ing up at the double. " Halt ! " sang out the 
officer, in a somewhat anxious voice, and his men, 
save for their hard breathing, were instantly as 
still as statues. The rioters, on the other hand, 
greeted them with a yell of execration. The , 
magistrate then addressed his countrymen in their 

own language, entreating them to disperse without 

G 
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bloodshed; but a hot shower of every kind of 
missile was his answer. 

^' I shall read the Act, and the soldiers must do 
their duty," he called out in a clear voice in Welsh, 
adding in an undertone in English, '^ Fire over their 
heads, Major, and scare them." 

Whilst the proclamation to disperse was being 
made, the rioters still rained in their sticks and 
stones, but when, after a pause, '*Make ready" 
was heard, a few turned tail, more fled to any 
shelter they could find at i' Present," and panic 
seized most at the sound of " Fire ! " When, how- 
ever, the fire was found to have done no harm, a 
howling rush back was made, and a volley in 
earnest had to be given, followed by a charge. 

A score or two of men and a few women were 
wounded, and sundry prisoners were takgn : 
amongst them little JoUyman, who, without hav- 
ing the slightest idea that he was doing anything 
so awfiil, had by i Geo. I. c. 5, made himself a 
felon without benefit of clergy. If you only go to 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



Old Chuny and the Rebecca Riots. ^ 

look at a riot, remember, you may be punished as 
a rioter. 

Little Jollyman's punishment was not very severe 
—only a few hours in a lock-up; and when he 
came out the Welsh people made such a fuss over 
him and his big brotHer-Rebeccaite, old Chuny, 
that I am afraid the majesty of the Law had not 
vindicated itself in his case» 
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BARNEY AND THE BEARS. 

'T^HE bears in . Jollyman's were brown bears, 
which Barney, who was more of a Cockney 
than Smith, always introduced to the public in this 
way: — 

'* Singlar to relate, ladies and gentlemen, the 
bear has as many toes as us, but it don't go 
a-springin* on 'em like a dandy or a dancin' master 
— it puts its foot flat to the ground. The bear has 
likewise teeth like ourn — its cheek teeth are not 
sharp like those of other beasts of prey. Conse- 
kently, it can live on both hanimal and wegetable 
food But if he do once git a taste for beef and 
mutton, it 's a case for the sheep and cattle round 
about — nothin* else will satisfy him. Poultry and 
ants and all kind o' small hanimals the bear will 
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gobble, and it is uncommon fond o' honey. It will 
climb up trees after honey, and with its strong 
claws it grubs up roots. Twigs and berries and 
fruits, too, the bear is fond on, and it is also men- 
tioned in Scriptur'. David killed, we are told, a 
lion and a bear before he let fly at the giant, and 
two she-bears walked into forty-two of the kids 
that were pokin' fun at the prophet But these 
aint the bears that is mentioned in Scriptur'. 
These are brown bears, which is to be met with — 
sometimes horfener than is agreeable — in the forests 
of Hurup and Hasier. The biggest is a pretty fine 
speciment, but whoppers weighin' full a hundred 
stun — butcher's stun of 8 lb. — have frequently been 
shot. Of the great American grisly, that can crack 
a man a deal heasier than you could crack a wal- 
nut, ladies and gentlemen, without the crackers, we 
never had a speciment ; and our magnificent polar, 
which, when on its hind legs, could put its nose 
pretty nigh four yards above its toes, paid the debt 
o' natur', hpwin' to the unnat'ral succumstinces in 
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which it found itself. The American black bear, 
formerly belongin* to this establishment, likewise 
suddenly hegspired, and the werdict of the faculty 
was — Buns. The hanimal's happetite for that 
specie of refreshment was unlimited, and the pub- 
lic's supply of it was ditto, but unfortunately the 
quality wornt ekal to the quantity — the buns was 
doughy. Bear's flesh, ladies and gentlemen, is 
good eatin' — uncommon like fat pork, and when 
cured, the hirid legs make fust-chop hams. Young 
bear's as good as lamb, and the kooshian royal 
family lick their lips over bears' paws, and the bear 
licks 'em hisself as if he liked 'em — but that 's to 
make the new skin grow. He sleeps through the 
winter in some hole or holler tree, and when dug 
out from the snow is found to be as fleshy as a 
alderman. In the spring he comes out of his own 
accordj lean and 'ungry, and is then most danger- 
ous. He will tackle a man — whom he generally 
awoids — ^killin' him with kindness, by huggin* of 'im 
to death. The she-bear is likewise isavage, if you 
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tfy to take away her young uns. The bear, ladies 
and gentlemen, is a very useful haninfial. There 's 
bear's grease. All that's sold don't come from 
bears — not 'alf a quarter on it — but in my native 
city of London I 've been shaved in a shop with a 
dead bear hanging out at the fust-floor winder, 
like a bullock at a butcher s, and 'alf a dozen little 
uns growlin' and snuffin' in cages round the room. 
The barber bought 'em, he gave me to understand, 
from sailors thajt brings 'em over on spec. Bear's 
grease is good, too, for rheumatism, and the 
Rooshians use it for their salads and sich like, jest 
as if it was olive-ile; but then it's said that the 
Rooshians will rob lamps to drink train-ile like 
cats lappin' cream, and eat candle-ends — so p'r'aps 
there aint so much in that. The wery bowels of 
the bear is useful In Scampscatky the ladies — ^if 
there is ladies in them parts — use 'em, as veils like, 
to keep their faces from bein' sunburnt — ^though 
you might think folks needn^t be much afraid of 
freckles in a friz-up place like Scampscatky — and 
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for winder-panes, too, they're used; and the 
shoulder-blades for scythes and sickles. And then 
there 's the fur — all sorts o' things are made out o' 
that ; coats and counterpanes, and caps and gloves, 
and beds and bolsters, and holsters and hammer- 
cloths. And then there 's the skin, which makes 
about the toughest leather out. So, as the Spellin' 
Book says about the 'orse, the bear, you see, ladies 
and gentlemen, is a useful hanimal ; and he aint 
nigh so surly as he 's called — not if you ketch him 
youilg, and treat him kind. Them dancin' bears, 
poor beggars, 'ave their steps taught 'em on 'ot 
iron, and they Ve knocked about shameful by the 
furrin fellars that takes 'em about. They wouldn't 
be game to do it if the muzzles was off. It 's a 
hinfemal shame the way them furriners treat dumb 
hanimals ! " 

I am afraid that Barney's last remark is too 
true, but I am afraid also that he did not make it 
solely from a humane regard for dumb animals. . 
Barney, though a decent fellow in the main, was 
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somewhat envious of M. Sohier's superior pay and 
prowess, and found a safety-valve for his grudge 
against this particular Frenchman in abusing 
" furriners *' in general. 

Little JoUyman did not relish this state of 
things* He worshipped M. Sohier, but he also 
liked Barney pretty well, and he wanted all who 
were his friends to be friends to one another. He 
always stood up for M. Sohier when Barney 
sneered at his hero before him^ 

" M, Sohier isn't cruel or a coward," little Jolly- 
man said one day. " He 's the gamest Lion King 
going, Mr Jollyman says." 

"Humph!" Barney answered, **It*s heasy 
enough to do that when you Ve *ad practice. If 
I 'ad his chances, I 'd do it as well as the French- 
man any day. I'm as good a man as he, any 
day — a better man, I '11 go bail, with the maulies 
— if he 'd only stand up to me like a man ; but you 
can't git him even to have a bout with the gloves 
on. Them furriners don't' know ow to fight If 
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you git 'em shirty, they 'owl and spit, and scratch 
like cats, an' kick a feller in the stomach jest like 
a coster's moke." 

" M. Sohier can fence, though,'^ little JoUyman 
retorted. And as the Lion King had taught him 
to fence well enough to do what he liked with 
Barney when prevailed upon to cross foils with 
him, Barney grew angrier than ever. 

** Fence ! what 's the good o' that } '' he shouted. 
" Call yourself English, and go in for that cowardly 
work — sticking a feller like a pig! That 's the way 
with them furriners. They can't protect theirselves 
with their own hands, and so they try to knife yen 
It riles me, it do, the way a furriner goes on when 
he gits a clout. Instead of takin* it good-tempered 
and doin' his best to pay it back a bit 'arder in the 
nateral way, he goes shriekin' about his ^honour 
like a mad woman, and says you 're a coward 
if you don't give him a chance of skewerin' of 
yen Stuff and nonsense! It's him that's the 
coward. You hain't been taught to fight with 
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swords, but fightin' with fists comes hateral to 
heverybody." ' 

M. Sohier, on the other side, although he did 
not often honour Barney with any notice, almost 
invariably made slighting reference to him when 
he did mention him ; and this state of feeling be- 
tween two of his friends made little JoUyman, as I 
have said, uncomfortable. He and the brown 
bears between them were, the means of reconciling 
the men. 

The bears were Barney's special department 
He had brought them up from cubhood, taught 
them to shuffle about on their hind-legs, to cany 
broomsticks like muskets, to shake paws with each 
other, to put their heads over each other^s shoul- 
ders and embrace like Box and Cox, to put muzzle 
to muzzle and pretend to kiss, to beat time when 
he played the fiddle to them, and sundry other 
tricks, all of which they performed with clumsy 
solemnity. 

Corporal punishment had formed no part of his 
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system of education, and the bears were exceed- 
ingly fond of him. They would follow him about, 
rubbing their heads against him like cats, and 
climb any distance to get up to him. They were 
also exceedingly fond of each other. 

Jollyman, to increase the variety of his ishow, 
gave one of them, and some money to boot, for a 
Cinnamon bear. When the exchange was first 
suggested to Barney, he became so indignant that 
Jollyman thought it advisable to carry it out whilst 
Barney was away for a holiday. 

When he came back and found one of his pets 
gone, he w^s like a she-bear robbed of her whelps. 
If it had not been for the pet that was left, he 
would at once have thrown up his place. He 
made more fuss than ever with the bereaved bear, 
and it seemed to derive some comfort from his 
sympathy ; but the next morning it was gone ! 
It had somehow managed to unfasten its cage, 
"^ and taken its walks abroad in search of its vanished 
mate. Its escape did not occasion nearly so much 
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dismay as the tiger's, but still it might do mischief, 
and, besides, it was too valuable to be lost. Barney 
was sent in search of it, and little JoUyman went 
with him. 

JoUyman's at this time was pitched on St John's , 
Green, Carne Abbas, and the first news that was 
heard of the truant bruin was got in the old Abbey 
gardens — turned into a market-garden — ^hard by. 
The handsome old Abbey gate-house-^a modern 
roof of tiles covering, like a Welsh wig, its vener- 
able chequered flints — ^had been turned into a tool- 
house and root and potting-shed, and the market- 
gardener, who had got up earlier than usual, had 
been very startled in the gate-house that morning. 
He had been groping about in it in the dim early 
twilight, when a mysterious creature had passed 
him in the distance. It had vanished through 
an unglazed window, audibly sighing ; and 
the scared market-gardener firmly believed that 
it was the ghost of the wicked Black friar, who, 
according to the local legend, was doomed, in 
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jcxpiation of some sacrilegious fraud he had 
attempted to perpetrate, to walk, or rather crawl, 
about the Abbey from dusk to dawn, until the 
dawning of the Day of Doom. 

^' There 's the marks of his hands and feet on the 
beds," said the horrified gardener. 

"That ghost weighed a stun or two," sarcas- 
tically remarked Sadducean Barney, when he 
saw the traces. " It was my bear as I 'm looking 
for that made 'em." 

Barney tracked Box, as we will call this bear, 
across a patch. of rhubarb, an onion-bed, through a , 
jungle of raspberry-canes, a grove of gooseberry and 
currant-bushes, over a grass mound with a woodetf 
seat on it which Box had^ scratche<^, past celery 
trenches, across spinach and cabbages, and through 
artichokes, to the rugged old wall-flowered and 
snap-dragoned garden-wall on the side opposite 
the gate-house. 

Barney and little JoUyman clambered down the 
outside buttress which no doubt Box had de- 
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scended^ and found fresh tracks of him in the 
road leading off into the country. As they 
followed them, they fell in with terrified cottagers 
who had seen Box go by. If their reports of his 
monstrous size and fiendish ferocity had been 
credited, Barney would certainly have thought 
that, after all, he must be on the wrong track — 
poor old Box was no savage monster— but Barney 
knew how to discount such statements, and 
getting a lift novvf and then for himself and 
little JoUyman, plodded on in pursuit of his 
truant pet 

^* Seen a bear?'* answered a miller, standing on 
the wooden steps leading up to his weather-board 
windmill. "I should rayther say I have, and if 
you 're his master, I '11 trouble you for damages. 
The brute crawled. up into the mill here, and I'd 
to cut up aboye, and he 's knocked over and spiled 
pretty nigh fower sack o' flour." 

Barney hurried on without asking any further 
questions, the miller shouting after him> '^ Fow^r 
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sack o' flour, I tell ye, and I '11 have the wally of it 
out o* somebody." 

At last Barney and little JoUyman came to salt 
water — a half-mile strip of it dividing an oval 
island from the mainland. A double row of stakes 
marked out a causeway that a horse could use from 
lovj water to half-tide, but it was high water when 
Barney and little JoUyman reached the shore. 

*' Yes, I see him go over," said an old fisherman 
of whom Barney made inquiries about Box. 
*' The strood was pretty nigh dry then — and what 
sort o' cattle it was shamblin^ along, I was puzzled 
to guess at fust I '11 row ye over, if you're in a 
hurry to ketch him, and the sooner you gets him, 
in coorse the less mischief he'll have the chance of 
bein' up to." 

So the old fisherman rowed Barney and little 
JoUyman across ; and as soon as they landed, they 
got tidings of the bear. 

" He 's killed a couple o' fowl o' mine," said one 
of a knot of agitated people — "rale Dorkings, a 
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hen and a cockerel, which I shall expect to have 

made good to me ; but he don't seem over-wicious. 

Off he went soon 's ever he seed me come out at 

the back door. I seed the chicken scurryin', an* 

wanted to see what was up. I do believe I could 

ha' roped him, but my missis shrieked out to me 

not to be wentursome. / worn't afraid, but it don't 

do to go agin yer missis when you're the father 

of seven. Anyhow, he went away peaceable 

enough. Over the fence by the pigsty he went, 

without so much as lookin* at the pigs. It 's my 

belief he 's gone into the cage up yinder — queer, 

ain't it ? I seed him on the roof, and there's a big 

hole in it he could git through — and I haint seed 

him since. I'd ha' gone to find out what had 

'come of him, but I don't like to flutter my missis 

just now. I ain't afraid. It 's my belief there ain't 

any wice in the beast. He eat my Dorkings, and 

I shall look to them as he belongs to for, the wally 

of em' ; but I don't doubt he was 'ungry, and so 

long as I gits my money, I 'on't grumble. He 

H 
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didn't skear me a bit, 'cept for the missis's sake. 
It's my belief, I tell you, that he's skeered hisself 
and hidin' in the cage. I 'd go with you to see, if 
it wasn't for the missis. If them as ain't used to 
sich critters doesn't funk, them as is has no call to." 

Barney and little Jollyman glanced at each 
other and grinned, and then — ^the valorous islander 
keeping far in the rear, — ^walked on to the dilapi- 
dated village cage. True enough, Box was inside. 
As soon as Barney mounted the roof, the bear 
crawled up to him through the hole, and began to 
fondle him. Barney fondled Box in return, and 
then put on the muzzle he had brought with him, 
and led Box down to the water-side. When the 
valorous islander saw that Barney was quite 
master of the bear, he became still more valorous. 

"Didn't I tell you," he said, "that you had no 
call to funk ? Why, a child could manage a tame 
thing like that" 

** This young un can, at any rate," answered 
Barney, as h^ put Box's chain-^halter into little 
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JoUyman's hand ; whereupon the valorous islander 
bounced to the opposite side of the road like a seed 
out of a burst balsam-pod. His feelings were 
calmed, however, when he found that Box made 
no attempt to get away from little Jollyman, and 
he recovered valour enough to lend his cart for 
Box's conveyance to Carne Abbas, and even to 
drive Box into town. When he got home again he 
bragged as if he had captured the bear single- 
handed, after a terrific conflict. 

Poor Box meanwhile pined in captivity, the 
most melancholy-mild of beasts. He did not 
rebuff Barney's attempts to comfort him — ^he was 
grateful for them in a hopeless sort of way ; but 
it was evident enough that they did not console 
him. He was plainly pining away for lack of the ' 
society of his former cage-companion. 

"Tell you what it is," said Barney one day 
fiercely to little JoUyman, "if the gov'nor won't 
buy my other bear back, I must slope. I can't 
bear to see this un a-dying by hinches because it 's 
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so lonely. Hinches, indeed! — it's dyin' by the 
foot a day. I Ve spoken to the gov'nor, but he 
won't listen to reason. There's only one chap 
he'd mind — ^that confounded Frenchman; but, ot 
course, I wouldn't demean myself to ask him to hin- 
terfere. The bear 'ill die, though, if he don't, git 
his mate back — ^that I 'm sutten off." 

Little JoUyman, however, did not scruple to ask 
M. Sohier to interpose, and the good-natured 
Frenchman at once answered — "A-ha, my leetle 
godson, is it dat M. Barney 'ave too mooch of 
pr-r-ride to supplier for himself? Mais oui, I vill 
do my possible." 

M. Sohier did his possible — got Mr JoUyman to 
buy back the bear. When Box and Cox met 
after their separation, they rushed into one 
another's arms quite in the " Then, you are my 
brother," style. Growling Barney almost shed 
tears as he watched their delight, and M. Sohier, 
with his hand on chuckling little JoUyman's 
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shoulder, regarded the scene with the bland smile 
of a patron specially provided by Providence, 

Barney did not exactly enjoy being indebted to 
the Frenchman, but he was so glad to see his 
shaggy brown pets jolly together once more that 
he never spoke harshly of or to M. Sohier again ; 
and as we are always apt to think kindly of people 
who have sacrificed their pride in allowing us to 
do them a kindness, M. Sohier discovered all kinds 
of previously unsuspected — and perhaps still 
mythical— virtues in Barney. 
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PAR NORTH. 

XT THEN little JoUyman was between thirteen 
and fourteen — ^and had, therefore, begun 
to think that he ought no longer to be called 
"little" — ^the Menagerie was exhibiting at Edin- 
burgh. Its proprietor at that time was in want 
of a seal — and also of a holiday ; he, therefore, 
determined to avail himself of a Granton steamer, 
and go to the Shetland Islands for both ; and as 
little JoUyman, the doctor said, was in want of a 
change just then, good Mrs JoUyman proposed that 
her husband should take their godson with him, 
and JoUyman consented willingly enough. 

I need n^ot tell you that Uttle Joljyman was half- 
wild with delight He had never been on the sea, 
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and now he was going to the Shetland Isles^ and 
seal-hunting, too ! Here was an adventure. 

He borrowed a Natural History book from Jolly- 
man, and crammed the whole chapter about seals 
walruses, &c. Mrs Grimstone, to whom he used 
to retail his mformation on the subject, whilst 
waiting for the sailing of ^the steamboat, held up 
her hands in astonishment at the acquirements of 
her precocious son. Mrs JoUyman was almost 
equally proud of him, and if JoUyman, when told 
of the lectures on Natural History delivered by 
the young prodigy in his employ, laughed and 
said, "Why the young rascal has got it all out of 
my book," she would retort with as much tartness 
as it was possible for so good-humoured a woman 
to indulge in. 

" Well, and if he has^ it's all the more to his 
credit ; you *ve had the book this many a year, and 
yet you can't tell such stories out of it — leastways, 
you dotit^ Jollyman." 

Seals were out of M. Sohier's line, and M. Sohier 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



120 The Travelling Menagerie. 

always liked to play first fiddle. He, therefore, 
rather " sat upon " our young friend's predictions. 

" Firs' catch you' har-r*, say you* compatriote, 
Madame Glasse,'* M. Sohier would i-emark ; ** an' 
me, I say, * Firs' catch you' seal— ^m you talk 
about 'im, my leetle ShoUeeman.' " 

But Smith and Barney, who iVere very fond of 
natural history, even when out of their line, 
although too lazy, or not scholars enough, to read 
about it, listened to the young lecturer almost as 
delightedly as his mother or Mrs Jollyman. He 
told them about the Arctic Walrus — running his 
reading as, well as he could into the mould of the 
menagerie speechifications, although every now 
and then a sentence from his book would come 
out unsmelted. 

"The Arctic Walrus feeds on seaweed and shell- 
fish. Its tusks, which are finer than any other ivory, 
it uses to protect itself against its eneinies, and to 
lift itself on to a high lump of ice when it wants to 
get a warm. It has to fight against the Greenland 
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shark and the Polar bear, and also the Esquimaux, 
who slaughter it with lances and axes for the sake 
of its tusks, and its fat and its hide. Its straw- 
coloured moustaches and its tusks make it look 
very fierce, but' it is quiet enough if you *11 only 
leave it alone. When a herd is attacked, they try 
to rush out to sfea, and if they can 't, the old 'uns 
get the young 'uns out of harm's way, and then 
come back growling and gnashing their teeth to 
show fight If it 's boats that have bothered them, 
they'll try to capsize them or stave them in. 
Captain Beechey's boats were attacked by a 
herd of walruses. The sailors shoved a musket 
down the throat of the leader of the lot, and shot 
him, and then the rest absquatulated, holding him 
up with their tusks — all but a young 'un that 
hadn't quite cut its tusks. The sailors prodded 
him with whale-lances, but he stuck to the boats 
as long as he could, shambling over the ice as if he 
wanted to charge them. The walrus is not a 
graceful animal. It has a dumpling of a head, a 
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neck like an alderman's, a clumsy, thick body, and 
stumpy l^s, ending in flappers. Its head goes up 
and down like a caterpillar's when it 's walking/* 

Little JoUyman told his hearers also of the 
Atlantic Manatus — the moustached males that 
used to be called mermen, and the fuU-bfeasted 
females that used to be caiUed mermaids and 
sirens. 

"Their flesh tastes like ham," said little JoUyman, 
as positively as if he had made many a dinner off 
it — '^ the monks used to be uncommon fond of it 
in South America, and so they made out that it 
\\2iS fishy that they might eat it on fast days, and 
they lighted up their churches with the oil, and 
the skin was cut up into slave whips, and now 
there's scarcely a Lamantine to be got for love 
or money." Little JoUyman held forth also 
on the Bark-beast, so called because his. black 
back looked like a gnarled tree trunk — looking 
like ebony, when cut into — ^which, thanks to the 
ruthless hunting of the Russians, became ^tinct. 
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, a hundred years ago ; and on the almost extinct 
Indian Dugong, and the more plentiful Moreton 
Bay Yungan, whose iBesh' is the Australian black- 
fellows' dainty, and whose oil is the Australian 
white-fellows' substitute for cod-liver oil. But it 
was when he came to seals proper, that little Jolly- 
man became most eloquent. 

*' There are a few little seals off Surinam," he 
said, " and a few little ones in the Mediterranean 
too ; but the colder the water is, the more seals 
you can catch, and the bigger they are. Labrador 
is a famous place for seals. There 's the Square 
Phripper. He has to be shot — he 's too 'cute to be 
caught in a net You can get seventy gallons of 
oil out of him, and his skin makes good boot- 
soles, and out of his bowels the Esquimaux make 
a waterproof— they sew it together with his wind- 
pipe. And then there's the Hooded Seal, with a 
hood over his head like those we saw the women 
wearing in North Wales. And then there's the 
Voyage Seal — Harps they call the he's or the him's 
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— which ought I to say, Mr Smith? They're 
reckoned lucky, because when one comes, a lot 
come. The first that's caught has its tail 
cut off, and nailed up to a beam, and then the men 
try to pull it down with their teeth, and those who 
can't have to pay forfeit — rum, and the fellow who 
does, gets all the rum to serve out to the rest 
Then he nails it up, and has to pay forfeit to the , 
next that pulls it down, and so the fun goes on." 

"Lashin's o' grog they must git," remarked 
Barney, sententiously. 

" A deal more than's good for them," said Mrs 
Grimstone. **I don't think that books ought to 
put such things into young folks* heads. What do 
you say, Mr Smith ? " 

" Oh, you needn't be afeard that your boy will 
ever turn out a lushington, mum. Heave a-headj 
young un," 

"Well," proceeded little JoUyman, "they kill 
hundreds of thousands of seals in Labrador. There's 
one seal they get the best fur for the ladies' cloaks 
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from, that's been walked into so you c^n only get 
it now from some islands or other ; I forget the 
name — Looshian, I think it is — anyhow, it rhymes 
somehow with Rooshian — ^t'other side of America, 
There 's something else I Ve read about them. The 
Rooshians hunted the sea otter so hot for its fur, 
for their swells, that it sloped from Rooshia, and 
then they went after it to these Looshian Isles, and 
then they went after it to America. 

'' Never mind hotters ; tell us some more about 
the seal," interjected Barney. ' 

"Well," continued little JoUyman, " it's meat and 
drink, and clothes and house, and boat and fishing- 
tackle, and bow-strings and 'window-glass to the 
Esquimaux. He '11 watch for one for hours in his 
canoe, or at a blow-hole in the ice. Up she comes 
and into her goes his spear like a flash o' lightning. 
Sometimes, too, he cuts them off from the sea when 
they've been having a nap, and other times he 
dresses himself up in a seal-skin, and crawls into 
the middle of a lot of 'em, wagging about his head 
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just as like was a seal, and knocks them on the head 
by the dozen together. Down in the South Seas, 
toO| such lots have been killed that there 's ^arce 
one to be seen now. The sealing-vessels used to 
drop men here and there on uninhabited islands 
to kill the seals, and skin them, and boil down their 
fat : and sometimes the ships never called for the 
men again — either forgot them, or did it on purpose, 
and so they were left to starve, if they didn't chose 
to eat seal's flesh. They were fools if they didn't, 
for my book says that in former times it was 
thought a dish fit to set before a king, and so was 
porpoise-flesh. But in those times they believed 
comical things about seals. A seal's right foot put 
under your head, they thought, was as good as a 
hop-pillow to send you off" to sleep, and they said 
that a seal-skin — ^when it was pfif the seal — always 
bristled when the tide began to ebb. There's one 
seal they call the elephant, or the bottle-nose, be- 
cause it has got a trunk. It sticks it out, and shows 
its teeth, and growls, and looks uncommon fierce 
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altogether (for it 's thirty feet long, or so,) when any 
one goes in at it;, but just give it a knock on the 
nose, and down it goes." 

At last, on a bright summer day, the steamer 
left Granton Harbour, ran down the sparkling Firth 
of Forth, and stood out to sea, with Jollyman and 
little Jollyman on board. It touched at Aberdeen, 
whose grey-white houses made little Jollyman fancy 
at first that all the Aberdonians must be flour- 
millers* It touched next at Kirkwall in the Ork- 
neys, and little Jollyman went ashore, and rambled 
about in the quaint old town. Jollyman asked 
him what he thought of it, as they passed the gabled 
old houses end-on to the street Little Jollyman 
said the houses made him think of old Chuney 
because their skins were so thick and their eyes so 
little. (The Kirkwall hopses have walls like forts, 
and very tiny windows.) 

By the time they had visited tiie Cathedral it was 
time for them to be on board again, and the steamer 
steamed off with them for the Shetlands. She 
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passed towering Sumbro* Head, at whose foot the 
Atlantic and the German Ocean rush toget.her in ' 
ceaseless strife, and ere long was moored in Bressay 
Sound at Lerwick. -The two JoUymans took up 
their quarters in its little inn, and when they had 
rested, and had a meal of fish, smoked mutton, 
Shetland beef, rashers, eggs, oat-cake, buttered 
barley-bread, and very strong tea, went out to stare 
about them. 

In Lerwick houses end-on to the in-and-outing 
main street again attracted their attention. The 
country round seemed very bare, because there 
were no trees. But when they went farther into the 
"country" — if such a funny little place as Lerwick 
can be called a town — they came upon peat-mpsses 
which showed that trees must have once been 
plentiful in the Shetlands, since big tree-trunks are 
fouhd in them. 

After a few days' stay at Lerwick, JoUyman hired 
a boat, and he and his godson went for a cruise. 
Sometimes the boat shot through the water as fast 
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as half-a-dozen pair of Shetland arms could send 
her, and sometimes the fisherman stepped the mast 
and hoisted canvas, and she skimmed over the waves 
like a sea-gull. 

Plenty of sea-gulls did she pass as she glided in 
and out between the islands ; some of them little 
more than single rocks, with a covering of grass 
like a green velvet cap, grazed by two or three 
dusky sheep; skua-gulls, and herring-gulls, that 
nudged the seals basking on the rocks to give them 
warning that the boat was getting too near them, 
and kittiwakes, and puffins, auks, and fulmars, and 
petrels, and boobies, and guillemots. Falcons and 
white-tailed sea eagles hovered high in the air, and 
swooped down upon the plentiful prey thus provided 
for them ; and when the boat glided up a voe 
steeply walled with jagged cliffs, or cantered past the 
lofty crags that faced the ocean, little Jolly man could 
every now and then see a man high up bird's-nesting. 
A few had ropes round them, but most trusted en- 
tirely to their sure feet and steady heads and hands. 
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As the boat went on, she passed other boats 
going out to fish^ or coming home laden with tusk 
and ling. Sometimes JoUyman's boat fished, hauling 
in coal-fish, and cod, and tusk, and halibut, and 
skate, and conger-eels, hand over hand as fast as 
the crew could haul. . 

Out in Australia, I otice heard a white '* native " 
say that he supposed the starving people at " home " 
had eaten up every fish in British seas hundreds of 
years ago. I wish he could have seen JoUyman 
and little JoUyman and their boat's crew laughing, 
perspiring, spluttering, when the splashing fish 
soused and half suffocated them, as they hauled 
in^ their boat loads. 

Sometimes they spent the night at sea, at other 
times they landed where the fishers had made 
temporary colonies, and after a supper of fish 
and potatoes and oat-cake, or porridge and whey, 
turned in upon straw in a smoky makeshift hut of 
stones and turf. At other times they found sleeping 
quarters in the turf-huts of the peat garnerers. 
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Peat bonfireis blazed around them before they went 
to bed, and the good-looking Shetland girls, in 
charge of the huts, put .by their everlasting knitting 
and danced with them and the pony-drivers ; and 
the shaggy-maned little^ ponies, some of them still 
munching slimy seaweed, looked on amused, and 
everybody was uncommonly jolly. 

Little JoUyman had many a canter on a rough 
little Sheltie, and thought the Shetland Isles the 
most delightful place the sun shone on. It shone 
on them a good deal whilst he was there. At that 
time so called, " night " there was only rather dim 
twilight. 

Little J oily man, moreover, saw a Shetland whale 
hunt — his boat joined in it. A " school " of what, 
I think, is called the "ca'ing" whale was dis- 
covered heading for the land. Almost instantly 
everybody in the neighbourhood, ashore or afloat, 
was on the qui vive. Boats suddenly swarmed on 
the water like midges — manned by crews in pos- 
session of all kinds of weapons and all kinds of 
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"instruments" that could make a row of any kind. 
In a crescent they cut off the whales from the open 
sea. Again and again the captain of the school, 
fo}lowed by the rest, endeavoured to force his way 
through the cordon of boats, which was constantly 
getting more strangling in its grip ; but he and 
they were driven back. The whales were soon' 
floundering in shallow water. The boat's crews 
leaped overboard yelling, and began to slash ,and 
prod without mercy. The water was reddened as 
if wine had been poured into it. Drunk as it were, 
with the blood they drew, the boats' crews went on 
shouting and slashing and prodding and firing, 
until not a single whale had escaped the general 
massacre. 

Then the division of spoil took place. The 
blubber was all the Shetlanders cared for, but Jolly- 
man and his godson went in for broiled whale-steak, 
andate it in presence of the contemptuously wonder- 
ing islanders, who looked upon them as English 
schoolboys look upon schoolfellow fat-eaters. 
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*' You fools," said JoUyman, whose hearty meal 
had made him more energetic than usual in 
language, "it's as good as any of that beef of 
yours you brag about so. I '11 tell you this. I Ve 
got a man in my employ that was a soldier. He 
was out in the Bermudas, where they catch whales 
bigger than you get here, and relish them, too. 
Off they go in their boats fast to them — making a 
furrow in the water, so that if you were to put a 
finger into either ridge aside of you, down would 
come the water, and swamp the boat. Well, my 
man's captain was a squeamish sort of English 
swell, and he swore that he'd put a bullet into any 
'Mudian that beguiled him into eating stinking 
whale s flesh. But there was a shipbuilder there 
of the name of M'Callan, that knew a thing or two. 
He could use his tools better than any of his 
darkies, or lemon-skins, or white chaps either. 
He'd take an adze, to show 'em how to work, and 
take the sole off his boot without even grazing his 
foot. He was a queer chap, this M*Callan. Once 
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he was out away from any houses on the seashore, 
when it began to rain as it does rain in the Bermu- 
das. Well, Mac sees a hole in the rocks into which 
he can cram his clothes out of the rain; so he strips, 
and crams them in, and stands naked in the sea 
up to his chin till the storm is over ; then he comes 
out cool and comfortable, and dresses himself and 
walks home to St George's with scarce a thread 
wet. ' But I was talking about eating whale. • Mac 
invited the military swell to dine with him, and 
serves him up calf-whale cutlets, egged and bread- 
crumbed. ' The most delicious veal I ever tasted 
in iny life,' drawls the swell. Then Mac laughs at 
him, and tells him what he's eaten ; but. the swell 
doesn't talk about pistols any more — he wants 
another helping." 

But it was to catch a seal — not to eat whale — 
that the JoUymans had dome to the Shetland Isles. 
In spite of the nudging of the herring-gulls, our 
boat's crew shot some mooing " sea-dogs," white, 
black, brown, yellow, spotted, and striped. But 
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what they wanted was to get a live seal, old or 
young. They had tried to catch some of these 
common seals, but when collared by chance, they 
had fought so spitefully with teeth and claws that 
they had got off— floundering away moaning and 
howling, and flinging up pebbles like Parthian 
arrows in the faces of their pursuers. 

At, last, however, a grand capture was made. 
Sea-side caves had been explored and netted, but 
in vain, JoUyman was beginning to get irritable, 
because, although he thoroughly enjoyed his holi- 
day, he was also bent on capturing his live seal. 
The boat was being pulled up a voe, when Jolly- 
man who was the best shot on board, exclaimed, 
"There's a big beggar — I must let fly at him." 
JoUyman fired and shot a huge. black seal with 
a big beard-*a Plpoca barbata. The Shetlanders 
gleefully hauled him on board, but little JoUyman 
felt " queer " when he heard the seal's wife wail his 
elegy, and saw her flounderingly scurrying back to 
the hollow in the voe's cliff'-side, in which two of 
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the dead seal's children were looking out on the 
water with almost spooneyly "innocent" faces. 
Two or more Shetlandexs had scaled the rocks and 
reached the mouth of the cave before the JoUymans, 
big and little, had got half-way up to it. Mamma 
seal was stunned by a cudgel-blow upon her head, 
and the two young ones, in spite of their scratching 
and biting, were made sure of. The three were 
embarked on board the Granton steamer at Ler- 
wick, but mamma died before the passengers caught 
sight of the Bass Rock. The two young ones were 
transferred at Granton to a General Steam Naviga- 
tion Company's steamer, and reached its London 
wharf "all alive and kicking." Thence the two 
JoUymans, looking as reddish-brown as kippered 
herrings, conveyed them by rail to the North cf 
England town in which **Jollyman's Menagerie* 
was then *' built up." 
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CHAPTER XL 

AN UNHAPPY FAMILY AND A HAPPY ONE. 

OOON after little Jollyman's return from the 
Shetland Isles, Bob Grimstone was very in- 
solent to his master. Jollyn^an threatened to dis- 
miss him, whereupon Grimstone sneered, ** If I go, 
the boy goes too," and became so intolerably saucy 
that, in spite of their liking for little Jollyman and, 
his mother, Mr and Mrs Jollyman were compelled 
to get rid of Bob. 

"Don't cry, my poor dear," said Mrs Jollyman to 
Mrs Grimstone. ** That precious husband of yours 
will be glad enough to get rid of you when he finds 
he's got to keep you, an' me an' Jollyman will 
welcome you an' your dear boy back, soon as ever 
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you're free, wherever we be — ^that's rhyme and rea- 
son both — I 'm a poet, though I didn't know it." 

But what Bob intended was to make his wife 
and son keep him. He " nobbled " the presents 
with which they left the Menagerie laden, and 
started a small bird and rabbit shop in Club Row, 
Shoreditch. His wife and little JoUyman had to 
look after it, and little JoUyman had to help to 
keep the stock up as well, whilst Bob for the most 
part led the life of a "gentleman at large." 

On Sunday mornings, during the excitement of 
" high 'change " on the bird market, he would some- 
tipies condescend to act as salesman, shouting 
" Who '11 buy a linnet ? — pick *em where you like," 
&c. &c. But even then he was more often to be 
found loafing about with brother blackguards in 
the humming throng, chaffing the police, eating 
green-peas and vinegar out of a saucer, dipping his 
nose into a pot of porter, handed on the, sly over 
the wall of a beerhouse's back-yard, peeping into 
cages carried about swathed in white-spotted blue 
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pocket-handkerchiefs, and backing his " chaffers " 
to sing against any of the carriers* chaffers, now 
and then trying to make a '' swop " or a " deal," 
talking of "little mills" recently come off or soon 
to come off " down the river/' betting on pigeons 
to be thrown up at Ilford, arranging the prelimi- 
naries of dog-fights, or bragging of the number of 
rats he had sold the week before to the sporting- 
house in Whitechapel. 

If Bob loved anything in the world besides beer, 
it was ratting — both catching rats and seeing them 
killed at matches. Lazy as he was, he would take 
his dog and ferrets, and go a country round of 
three or four score miles, in search of his unplea- 
sant game. Bob once took little JoUyman to the 
rat pit, and boxed bis ears and called him milksop 
because he was so disgusted with the loathsome 
sport that he would never go again. Bob was not 
a nice husband or father, and the more he left them 
to themselves, the better Mrs Grimstone and little 
JoUyman liked it 
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When the shop was shut in the evening, they 
sometimes walked into the country as far as they 
could, and at other times little JoUyman read the 
very few left him of his favourite Natural History 
books and Voyages and Travels to his mother 
whilst she stitched and sewed. He brought her 
home flowers and ferns and butterflies, &c., also 
when he went out on his catching trips ; and as 
Mrs Grimstone had a good deal of taste, she 
brightened and freshened up their dim, dusty little 
parlour behind the shop in a wonderful way. 

Bob Grimstone at first swore at them for, as he 
was pleased to term it, wasting his time and money 
on such nonsense that didn't bring in nuffink" ; but 
little Jollyman got one or two regular customers 
for his choicest ferns, and when he and his mother 
had learnt to set them out neatly, a Holborn 
naturalist every now and then bought a case of 
butterflies from him, and was always ready 
to buy any rare specimen little Jollyman was lucky 
enough to find — ^a Black-veined or Bath white, a 
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Purple Empress, a Queen of Spain, a large Copper 
or a Mazarine blue; and so Bob became surlily 
reconciled to his son's preference of such namby- 
pamby pursuits to the manly sport of ratting. 

It made a great difference to his mother. Little 
JoUyman scarcely ever came home without a posy 
for her — sometimes it was a big bundle of leaf and 
blossom. 

" Something, or other, whatever 's the season of 
the year, that dear boy will bring me," said Mrs 
Grimstone to Mrs JoUyman, who had called to look 
after her two former proteg&. 

And it was true. In January there were daisies 
and groundsel; in February snowdrops, spurge- 
laurel, hazel-catkins, blue periwinkle, dead nettles, 
and green and purple hellebore ; in March, ground- 
ivy, butter-bur, coltsfoot, dandelion, whitlow-grass, 
flowering misletoe, glossy palm-buds, alder and 
poplar-catkins, butcher's broom and cotton grass ; 
in April primroses, cowslips, white and blue sweet 
violets, dog-violets, wild pansies, wood-anemones, 
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celandine, marsh-marigold, lady's smock, beautiful 
bad-scented wild garlic, purple orchis, wild hya- 
cinths, wake-robin, chickweed, toothwort, wild 
pear, and crab blossoms, and all kinds of catkins ; 
in May, buttercups, Mary-buds, crowfoot, mouse- 
tail, poppies, rocket, wild parsley, saxifrage, speed- 
well, forget-me-not, crane's-bill, wood-sorrel, lily of 
the valley, woodruff, sloe, hawthorn, pimpernel, 
ragged-robin ; in June, hemlock, clover, wild vetches, 
golden globe-flower, orchids, honeysuckle, dog- 
roses, bryony, traveller's joy, pheasant's eye, wild 
mustard, and bindweeds pink and white ; in July, 
rushes, arrow-head, brambles, harebells, dogwood, 
borage, corn-cockle, blue-bottle, ox-eye, blue flax- 
flowers ; in August, eyebright, heather, water-lilies, 
white and yellow ; night-shade, fool's parsley, car- 
away, cow-parsnip, broom, stone-crop, and St John's 
wort; in September, wild chamomile, yarrow, rag- 
wort, thistles, devil's-bit scabious, gipsy-rose, mal- 
lows, meadow-sweet, horehound, hemp-nettle, mar- 
joram, frog's mouth, toad-flax ; in October, goose-* 
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foot, broom rape, meadow-saffron ; in November, 
branches laden with coral beads, and crimson and 
purple globes ; in December, holly branches and 
misletoe. If sometimes, in their flowering season 
little JoUyman, to brighten up his mother's little 
room, brought some branches of chestnut, red May, 
lilac, and laburnum, which he had not found grow- 
ing wild, of course, it was not right, but we will 
not be too hard upon him. 

Both Mrs Grimstone ^nd little JoUyman missed 
their kind menagerie friends, but if Bob would 
only have behaved better to them — if he would 
even have left them alone — ^they could have got 
on pretty comfortably. Perhaps little JoUyman 
missed, too, the eclat of his position in the wild 
beast show, and the roaming about from one end 
of the kingdom to the other ; but he had some- 
thing to make up for that in his independent 
vagabondage as a bird-catcher. He soon became 
a very ejcpert one. Sometimes he felt as if it was 
not quite right to carry off the merry bright-eyed 
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little things of which he was so fond into captivity, 
but he comforted himself with the thought that it 
was his business to do so, and, somehow, in spite of 
his qualms of conscience, he found it a very plea- 
sant business. 

It was pleasant to be up before the sun, and to 
be off into the dewy country with his nets on his 
back, exchanging chaflf and good-mornings with 
the sleepy market-garden people grinding slowly 
on to Covent Garden. Mrs Grimstone hacf always 
a nice little box-and-canful of food and drink ready 
for him over night, and as he breakfasted, under 
a hedgebank bramble, draped in silver-bearded 
gossamer, on cold tea and bread and meat (cut 
with a clasp knife), little JoUyman didn't feel dis- 
posed to condescend to "call the king cousin." 
Then he would pin out his nets, plant his treacher- 
ous little call-bird, and proceed to make his 
"pulls." 

Sometimes he would begin to capture wholesale 
almost as soon as he had pitched. At other times 
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there were long intervals of "off" hours, during 
which he could bathe and fish, and botanise, and 
catch snakes and field-mice, and so on, and bird's- 
nest. 

Little JoUyman was not immaculate, and some- 
times could not resist the temptation to cany off a 
nest and its eggs or fledgelings bodily ; but gene- 
rally he did his birds-nesting in the scientific- 
naturalist style. He would take care not to 
damage the nest or the twigs about It — spotting it 
for capture when empty ; and only carrying off an 
egg or two, or a young bird or two, when they 
seemed old and strong enough to be reared by 
hand instead of beak. Even in this way he got a 
very pretty collection of nests well supplied with 
blown eggs — for which, when unblown, he had 
hunted meadows and cornfields and marshes, 
hedges and hedgebanks, and river banks and hay- 
stacks and hazels, and barns and cartlodgqs ; and 
climbed to the roofs of cottages and farmhouses ; 

explored every story/ so to speak, of tree-boles ; 

K 
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and clambered, at the risk of his neck, about rotten 
timbered, ivy-covered old belfries. 

Almost all kinds of birds getable round London 
little JoUyman caught : brown linnets, bullfinches, 
goldfinches, greenfinches, chaffinches, larks, night- 
ingales — but he had to go a good way out for 
them,-^robin3, — ^but these except one or two in the 
dqpth of winter, he let go again, — thrushes, black- 
birds, sparrows, now and then a starling, a few 
jackdaws and magpies, — taken from the nest — red- 
poles, blackcaps, very rarely a shy little wren — 
which he let go again, like the bold robins — (if he 
hadn't done so, it would soon have died) ; a few 
jays, an owl or two, and, in the whole course of 
his professional bird-catching experience, one 
cuckoo. 

Goldfish, canaries, and pigeons, and poultry, and 
the few foreign birds Grimstone's shop dealt in, 
Bob Grimstone purchased. He bought, or got by 
"swopping/* the lop-eared tame-rabbits, and 
guinea-pigs, ^Iso; likewise a bull-terrier' or two; 
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but little JoUytnan added to the Club Row 
menagerie a leveret and wild rabbit occasionally, 
and an intermittent series of squirrels, hedgehogs, 
moles, bats, fiel^-mice, harvest-mice, water-rats, 
shrews, frogs, toads, lizards, slow-worms, and 
snakes. 

I have told you before that little JoUyman had 
a great knack of taming dumb animals. The 
secret of his skill was that he was so fond of them 
and so little afraid of them. Suspicion seems to 
have the same effect on a good many birds, beasts, 
and reptiles, that it has on human beings. If they 
see that they think they will hurt you, they take 
care to justify your fears, whereas, if you had shown 
confidence in them, they would have gratefully re- 
turned your caresses. 

In the menagerie little JoUyman had seen the 
showman twine the boas, when he had taken them 
out of their blankets, about his neck, and arms, and 
body, just as if they had been ladies' boas; and 
yet only very rarely had the snakes tried to do 
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him any harm ; but this was because the boas 
were half-torpid ; wide-awake English snakes used 
to writhe about little JoUyman quite lovingly — a 
viper, whose poison-fangs he had removed as the 
Eastern serpent-charmers take the poison-fangs 
out of their snakes, and a harmless good-natured 
common snake, and a corbnella, which, though 
unvenomous, would bite any one but little Jolly- 
man pretty sharply if meddled with. Perhaps, 
however, little Jollyman's acquaintance wondered 
most at the impunity with which he handled his 
blind-worms, putting them into his shirt-bosom 
and his trouser-pockets. " Blind-worms " are not 
blind, and they are not worms but lizards without 
legs, and they are perfectly harmless ; but many 
- people call them " deaf adders " (though they can 
hear well enough), and fancy that they are choke- 
ful of deadly poison. The only danger about them 
is that they may snap in two like a stick of seal- 
ing-wax if you hit them while you are trying to 
catch them, 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



An Unhappy Family and a Happy One, 149 
_ 

Well, little JoUyman thought that he would 
utilise his taming skill, and form a Happy Family. 
He had to be very patient Sometimes when he 
fancied he had got his boarding-house up to the 
pitch which human boarding-houses claim for them- 
selves in advertisements, *'a liberally appointed 
table, and cheerful musical society," the inmates 
would take it into their heads, as the inmates of 
human boarding-houses often do in another sense, 
to begin to pull one another to pieces. But at last 
he had persuaded to dwell together in tolerable 
unity a number of small birds, an owl, a cat, some 
mice and a rat, a snake, a frog, and a toad, a wild 
rabbit, a ferret, a sparrow-hawk, a pigeon, a mongrel- 
pup with bull-terrier blood in him, a rook, a jack- 
daw, and a magpie. 

Bob Grimstone had no objection to this exercise 
of his son's talents. He provided a cage for the 
Happy Family — intending to make his own profit 
out of it. 

One evening, shortly after the " finishing " of the 
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Happy Family's education, one of Bob's chums 
stepped into the Club Row shop, with the rent- 
collector. 

"I'm soriy to hil-convenience yer, mum/' said 
the chum, addressing himself to Mrs Grimstone. 
*'but I've got to hinform yer that your chap's off 
to Ameriky. I don't suppose you *11 break your 
eart hover that^ but 'e's sold me hevery stick an' bird 
an' think there is upon the premises — so you and 
your young 'un will 'ave to clear out I don't want 
to be 'ard upon yer. You can 'ave a day or two 
to look about yer, an' ye 're welcome to yer clothes, 
an' any stray coppers or fopr-penny bits yer can 
find — ^sover'inx ye 're welcome to, if yer can find 
'em— but I 'm afeard yer won't find much o* any o' 
that. I'm 'sponsible for the bit o' rent that's due. 
Fortnitly it ain't much — I looked sharp arter that," 
said the chum with a grin. 

"And I looked sharper arter that, too," chimed 
in the collector, with a knowing grin to match. 

The end of it was that Mrs Grimstone and little 
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JoUyman had to leave Club Row with a very scanty 
stock of clothes and a ditto ditto of coppers. * 

At first the chum had insisted on including the 
Happy Family in the spoilhe had made, but, in 
his own phrase, he was *' too-something good- 
natured ever to git on in this wicked wale o' tears." 
The fact was, that he had objected to give more 
than a ftierely nominal sum for the Happy Family, 
unless Bob could sell him also, which he could 'nt, 
the services of its trainer. Bob was willing enough 
to sham to sell them, but his chum knew him too 
well, to be taken in by a sham. 

In a certain way — ascertain, most of his acquain- 
tances had considered and found it — this chum was 
" good-natur*d '* ; and accordingly this was the 
speech which he made to Mrs Grimstone and little 
Jollyman when he came to turn them out and take 
possession : 

"Now look'ee 'ere, mum and young-un — ^ye're 
next door to a widdy and a horfan now. Not 
as I thinks yer '11 cry your heyes hout hover thaU 
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but nobbudy shall say as Jim Clarke was 'ard 
on the widdy 'an the fatherless. He's a — some- 
thing — deal too good-natur'd for this wicked world 
— ^pYaps it'll be made up to 'im, pVaps 'twont. 
Hany'ow, 'e his. Ye 're a-lookin' at that precious 
'Appy Fam'ly o' yourn — leastways, it was yourn. 
Now, if yer'd stayed on wi' me, young 'un, we 'd 
ha' made money hout o' that, but I s'pose yer 
won't ? Well, I don't bear malice — nobbudy can 
say that o* Jim Clarke. Look 'ee 'ere, I could ha' 
made money hout o* this cage, though it's like the 
most o' the thinx Bob sold me — sold me^ 'e 'as — 
not vorth 'alf a quarter o' wot I guv for't. An' I 
could ha' made money hout o' the birds an' sich 
hinside — though hif yer wont stick by 'em I s'pose 
yer've hinjured my proputty — sp'ilt their natur's 
for sellin' single. Look 'ee 'ere, mum — this is wot 
I 'm a driving hat. I can't be 'ard on the widdy 
an' the horfan. Yer shall 'ave the cage and wot 's 
hinside to make your livin' by ; an' dash my wig, 
if yer shan 't *ave this 'ere hold barrer to trundle it 
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on. Tliere I An' don't yer never go for to say 
that Jim Clarke didn *t be'ave to yer like a genUe- 
mun." 

Giving Mr Clarke such thanks as they could 
muster, Mrs Grimstone and her son went forth be- 
hind the laden barrow, with the world all before 
them where to choose. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE END OF " JOLLVMAtf sT 

I 

TF -Mrs jGrimstone and her son had known 
where Jollyman*s was then exhibiting, they 
would have shaped their course for the dear old 
menagerie, which both of them looked upon as 
their home; but they did'nt know. First they 
tried their luck in London, Happy Families, how- 
ever, had grown stale there, and they are " white 
elephants " to their owners, if the coppers don't 
rattle down like a summer shower. The pro- 
prietors may patiently pinch themselves, but if the 
beasts, birds, etc., do not get full allowance, they 
will soon bring the business to a Kilkenny-cats- 
like conclusion. 
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Little JoUyman and his mother tried the country 
next, and sometimes did pretty well at fairs and 
races. Sometimes again they had to live on raw 
turnips and sleep in out-houses, and under the lee 
or on the fragrant or fustily-damp shelves of sliced 
haystacks, their board-and- lodging money being 
all required for the support of their miniature 
menagerie. 

On an autumn day, almost like a spring day — 
now blazing bright, anon shower-dimmed, and 
then bright again with sunbeams sparkling on trem- 
bling, drip-dropping eaves-and-tree-sprinklings, 
they were within a few miles of little Jollyman's 
birth-place. They had chanced to hear nothing 
of the great menagerie during the whole course of 
their wanderings, and had begun to fear that it 
was *'off the road," and that they would never 
get within reach of their kind old friends again. 
However, as the Ryecester Hog, Hop, and Cheese 
Fair, according to their experience, was the only 
gathering at which they could certainly expect to 
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foregather with JoUyman's, if still in existence, 

again they were bending their steps thither. 

They had hardly turned out of the cross-country 

lane they had travelled into the high road, when 

little JoUyman discovered, on a black and grey, 

warped, blistered old weather-board barn, one of 

the old, old bills which he remembered so well; 

the same — but with a difference. Thus it ran : — 

"V. R. , 
* "Where'er I roam, whatever realms to see, 
My heart untravell'd fondly turns to thee.* 

" In Ryecester, Jollyman, as the owner of his 
unrivalled Royal Menagerie, made his first success, 
which was followed by frequent appearances before 
the most illustrious Royal Family in the various 
places of their distinguished abode ; and, therefore, 
to Ryecester Jollyman returns to make his last 
public bow before he retires to the sphere of 
private life, to enjoy the fruits of the competency 
which he most gratefully acknowledges he has 
derived from the munificent patronage of the 
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* nobility, gentry, and vicinity of Great Britain and 
the Principality of Wales in general, and the 
Royal Borough of Ryecester in particular, and his 
unrivalled collection is scattered to the winds by 
the hammer of the most eminent metropolitan 
auctioneer. 

" By the gracious permission of the Worshipful 
the Mayor, with the kind consent of the worthy 
Aldermen and Town Councillors, JoUyman's Royal 
Menagerie will be allowed to occupy the centre of 
the unrivalled High Street of the ancient Royal 
Borough of Ryecester, etc., etc., etc. God save 
the Queen!'' 

A rattling shower came on just as the two 
wanderers had finished reading the bill, and they 
were obliged to take shelter with their Happy 
Family in the barn. When they came out again 
the first of JoUyman's caravans w:as In sight. 
Little JoUyman's heart went pit-a-pat as he 
watched it lumbering towards them. The driver 
knew him at once^ and gave him a sounding 
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thwack between the shoulders, as he shouted 
*' My stars and garters I Who-'d have thought of 
coming across you, young 'un ? " The news that 
little JoUyman had come back ran like wild-fire 
down the line. The Happy Family was hoisted 
into one of the waggons, and Smith and Barney, 
in a great state of excitement, hurried Mrs Grim- 
stone and her son into the presence of Mr and 
Mrs Jollyman, The proprietor of the menagerie 
heartily welcomed them both back to it, but his 
plump, good-natured wife fairly cried over them 
when she heard of their misfortunes and wander- 
ings — hugged them, too, falling upon them in turn 
like an affectionate feather-bed. 

M. Soljier was dressing for his triumphal entry 
into the town when the news reached him of his 
ypung friend's return. Although generally a great 
stickler for appearances, where his own dignity 
was concerned, M. Sohier instantly exploded from 
his dressing-closet in spangled fleshings and a 
check-shirt of common life, and in that hybridly 
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composite costume leaped into and ran along the 
road, and boutided into the caravan where Mrs 
Jollyman was welcoming her friends. As little 
JoUyman emerged, half suffocated, from one of her 
embraces, M. Sohier fell upon him, kissed him 
repeatedly on both cheeks, and then, holding him 
at arm's length, exclaimed — "Is it datiit is my 
leetle ShoUeeman ? Comme il a grandi depuis que 
je ne l*ai vu ! How you make me much of joy I *' 
''He's brown enough for a real Arab, ain't he, 
Sohier?" said Jollyman with a grin. ''If he was 
only a little smarter in the toggery way, he should 
lead one of the camels into the town. However 
we '11 spruce him up before to-morrow. He 's turned 
serpent-charmer, bird-tamer, I don't know what all, 
and I 'm going to hire his lot for the show. We '11 
have bills out, and make a feature of him as the 
Ryecester Tiger-catcher. That was at Tattleton, 
but it don't matter, he was born at Ryecester, and 
so it '11 please the Rycester folk." 
In process of time> the order of caravan proces- 
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sion was formed. ' Little JoUyman in his shabby 
clothes, peeping out of a caravan window, could not 
help thinking of the last time he had entered the 
town, walking at the head of his camel in 
"oriental" garb; but he was delighted to belong 
to JoUyman's again anyhow. 

It was two years since^he had been at Ryecester, 
and he noticed that a change had come over the 
old town. Although JoUyman's had come to pay 
it a farewell visit, Jollyman's no longer caused the 
reverential excitement it had caused of yore. Rye- 
cester had ceased to depend on its branch line 
merely for communication with the metropolis. In 
the interval a direct line had come to and through it. 
There was a cab-rank in the High Street ; three or 
four of the hotels ran railway 'busses; small- 
framed, bow-windowed shops, that used to burn 
oil or even candles, had broken out into broad 
sheets of plate- glass with gilt mouldings and gas 
reflectors ; the Ryecestrians generally affedted — not 
always very successfully — a more knowing and 
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fashionable air: young fellows, who were only 
countrymen spoilt, fancying themselves as 'cute as 
Cockneys ; the Ryecester Standard came out three 
times a week, kept a London correspondent, and 
went in occasionally for reports by special wire and' 
engine. An opposition journal had been started, 
which could not afford to indulge its readers in 
such luxuries, and therefore used to sneer at its 
contemporary's expresses as having been received 
" by special gig, or, perhaps, considering the state 
in which the Standard's 'reporting staff' — of two 
— are generally to be found after a public dinner, 
we should say special wheelbarrow." Ryecester, 
however, had still enough unsophisticated people 
left in it to render Jollyman's lengthy farewell visit 
a success. 

The Happy Family took, and little JoUyman 
was likevyise made a *' feature," as exhibitor of the 
menagerie's snakes. Dressed as an eastern serpent- 
charmer, he made his learned speeches about 
pythons, boas, anacondas, cobras, and rattlesnakes, 

L 
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told his dreadful stories about monstrous constric- 
tors that could crush a buffklo into pulp, and 
gobble a man like a gooseberry, and venomous, 
swollen-neckdd najas whose bite is certain death ; 
and then proceeded to put his boas' heads like 
babies' against his cheek, and tie them in knots 
about his body. 

Half torpid and unvenonxous though they were, 
one of the boas nearly did for little J oily man, who 
had grown rather foolhardy. He was teasing a 
boa by offering it a guinea-pig and then drawing 
the plump morsel back from its open jaws, when 
the angry snake suddenly coiled itself round his 
neck and grabbed his arm. It was as much as 
Jollyitian, M. Sohier, Smith, and Barney between 
them could do to make it loose its hold, and even 
then it left a tooth in little JoUyman's arm. The 
women in the show screamed terribly, but shriller 
shrieks were fated to be heard there. 

The last day of the exhibition had come, and 
the area of the menagerie was crowded with visitors 
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waiting for the performances of the Lion King. 
The lions were very uneasy. Nero was more than 
usually savage that day, and JoUyman, in spite of 
his wish that on its closing day his show should be 
shorn of none of its attractions, tried, or half tried, 
to persuade M. Sohier not to enter the lion's cage. 
His wife and Mrs JoUyman were still more urgent 
in their remonstrances ; but M. Sohier only smiled 
and shook his head. 

**0h, don't go, sir," said little JoUyman. 

**Vat! my leetle ShoUeeman," cried the Lion 
King in astonishment, " is it dat I 'ear you say to 
you* frien* — * show de fedder blanche f ' Fi, donc^ 
my leetle ShoUeeman. I am Franchman. If I die, 
I die, but I wUl not be poltron^ moi — no never. 
My poo* vife, compose yourself." 

Hot irons were kept in readiness, but at first it 
appeared as if there would be no need for them. 
M. Sohier was in what the Scotch call a " raised" 
condition — excited by the entreaties that had been 
addressed to him, and by the great crowd that had 
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assembled to witness his last performance as Lion 
King in JoUyman's. 

He bounded into the cage with more mastery 
than ever in his one eye, and subdued the wrangling 
brutes to his will. They went through their exer- 
cises with unwonted docility — even growling Nero 
cowered before him. There was a sullen "devil 
in his eye," however. He glowered ominously at 
his master, and at last his chance of rebellion came. 
In spite of all the Lion King's care Nero got on 
his blind side, paused for an instant with wag- 
ging tail, and then sprang at poor Sohier with a 
horrid roar. He was on his back, and in a second 
the lions' cage was a pandemonium — even Wallace 
went wild. Maugre the hot irons, it was at the risk 
of their lives that Jollyman and his men pulled 
out the mangled Lion King., It seemed at one 
time as if all the lions would force their way out, 
and the people rushed from the show in howling 
panic. 

" My poo' vife," gasped Sohier, when he was laid 
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upon a bed. "A-ha! my leetle ShoUeman," he 
gasped again, as he recognised with a ghastly smile 
of welcome his young friend, who had helped to 
pull him out. " You mus' not be Lion Ki-ki-ki," 
— and then he died. 

He was buried in the new cemetery at Ryecester, 
and Jollyman had a stone lion placed upon his 
tomb, and saw that his widow did not want. 

Little Jollyman did not become a Lion King — 
what he did become, I shall, perhaps, have a chance 
of telling you in another story. 



THE END. 
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" The bold and striking character of the whole conception is entitled to the 
wannest admiration. "— /'a// ^a// Gazette. 

*' We should recommend our readers to get this book . . . because they 
vrill be amused by the jovial miscellaneous and cultured gossip with which he 
strews his pages. — British Quarterly Review. 



A 



MEMOIR OF NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE, 

with Stories now first Published in this Country. By H. A. 
Page. Large post 8vo. 7^. dd. 



MEMOIRS OF LEONORA CHRISTINA, Daughter 
of Christian IV. of Denmark. Written during her imprison- 
ment in the Blue Tower of the Royal Palace at Copenhagen, 
1663-1685. Translated by F. E. Bunnett {Translator of 
Grimm^s " Life of Michad Angelo" dr*f .). With an Autotjrpe 
Portrait of the Princess. Medium 8vo. 12s. 6d. 

" This remarkable autobiography, in which we gratefully recognize a valuable 
addition to the tragic romance oi\thsiory**—S^ctator. 
" A valuable addition to history."—Z>a«/y News. 

LIVES OF ENGLISH POPULAR LEADERS. 
No. I. Stephen Langton. By C. Edmund Maurice. Crown 
8vo, Js. 6d. 

"The volume contains many interesting details, including some important 
documents. It will amply repay those who read it, whether as a chapter of the 
constitutional history of England or as the life of a great Englishman."— 
Spectator. 

" Mr. Maurice has written a very interesting book, which may be read with 
equal pleasure and profit." — Morning Post. 
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MEMORIES OF VILLIERSTOWN. By C. S. J. 
Crown 8vo. With Frontispiece. 5j. • 



THE ENGLISH CONSTITUTION. By Walter 
Bagehot. a New Edition, revised and corrected, with an 
Introductory Dissertation on recent Changes and Events. 
Crown 8vo. ^s. 6d. 



REPUBLICAN SUPERSTITIONS. Illustrated by 
the political history of the United States. Including a corres- 
pondence with M. Louis Blano. By Moncure D. Conway. 
Crown 8vo. 5j. 

" Au moment cni j'dcris ceci, je re^ois d'un ^rivain Xxhs distingu^ d'Amftique, 
M. Conway, une brochure qui est un frappant tableau des maux et des dangers 
qui r^sultent aux Etats Unis de Tinstitution prdsidentielle." — M. Louis Blanc 
{** De la Dissolution de I'Assembl^e." Paris : Ernst Leroux). 

" A very able exposure of the most plausible fallacies of Republicanism, by a 
writer of remarkable vigour and purity of sXylt" •Standard, 



Second Edition. 

SEPTIMIUS : A Romance. By Nathaniel Haw- 
thorne, Author of " The Scarlet Letter," "Transformation," 
&c. One volume, crown Svo. Cloth extra, gilt, 9f . 

A peculiar interest attaches to this work. It was the last thing the author 
wrote, and he may be said to have died as he finished it. 

The Atherueum says that " the book is full of Hawthorne's most characteristic 
writing." 

" One of the best examples of Hawthorne's writing ; every page is impressed 
with his peculiar view of thought, conveyed in his own familiar way." — Morning 
Post. 
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Second Edition, 

HERMANN AGHA: an Eastern Narrative. By W. 
GiFFORD Palgrave, Author of "Travels in Central Arabia/' 
&c. 2 vols., crown 8vo. Cloth, extra gilt, i&r. 

"Reads like a tale of life, with all its incidents : the young will take to it for 
its love portions, the older for its descriptions, some in this day for its Arab 
philosophy."—^ thenaum. 

" The cardinal merit, however, of the story is, to our thinking, the exquisite 
simplicity and purity of the love portion. There is a positive fragrance as of 
newly-mown hay about it, as compared with the artificially perfumed passions 
which are detailed to us with such gusto by our ordinary novel-writers in their 
endless volumes." — Observer, 



T 



Now ready ^ eraum Svo, Price 5j. 
HE FORMS OF WATER IN RAIN AND 
RIVERS, ICE AND GLACIERS. With 32 Illustrations. 
By J. Tyndall, LL.D., F.R.S. 

** One of Professor Tyndall's best scientific treatises, which is appropriately 
illustrated."— iS/a^^rrf. 

Just outf crown Svo. Price 4J. 

PHYSICS AND POLITICS; Or, Thoughts on the 
Application of the Principles of ** Natural Selection" and 
" Inheritance " to Political Society. By Walter Bagehot. 

Being Volumes L and II. of the 
INTERNATIONAL SCIENTIFIC SERIES. 



F 



To be followed shortly by 
OOD. By Dr. Edward Smith, F.R.S. 
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ALEXIS DE TOCQUEVILLE. Correspondence 
and Conversations with Nassau W. Senior from 1833 to 
1859. Edited by Mrs. M. C. M. Simpson. 2 vols., krge 
post 8vo. 2 1 J. 

"An extremely interesting book, and a singularly good illustration of the value 
which, even in an age of newspapers and magazines, memoirs have and will 
always continue to have for the purposes of history." — Saturday Review. 
" A book replete with knowledge and thought." — Quarterly Review, 
" Another of those interesting journals in which Mr. Senior has, as it were, 
crystallized the sayings of some of those many remarkable men with whom he 
came in contact." — Morning Post. 



M 



From the Authof's latest Stereotyped Edition. 

ISS YOUMANS' FIRST BOOK OF BOTANY. 
Designed to Cultivate the Observing Powers of Children. 
New and Enlarged Edition, with 300 Engravings. Crown 
8vo. 5j. 



A 



N ESSAY ON THE CULTURE OF THE OB- 
SERVING POWERS OF CHILDREN, especially in con- 
nection with the Study of Botany. By Eliza A. Youmans, 
of New York* Edited, with Notes and a Supplement on the 
Extension of the Principle to Elementary Intellectual Training 
in General, by Joseph Payne, Fellow of the College of 
Preceptors, Author of "Lectures on the Science and Art of 
Education," &c. Crown 8vo. 2j. dd, 

** The little book now under notice is expressly designed to make the earliest 
instruction of children a mental discipline. Miss Youmans presents in her work 
the ripe results of educational experience reduced to a system, wisely conceiving 
that an education — even the most elementary — should be regarded as a discipline 
of the mental powers, and that the facts of external nature supply the most suit- 
able materials for this description in the case of children. She has applied that 
principle to the study of botany. This study, according to her just notions on 
the subject, is to be fundamentally based on the exercise of the pupil's own 
powers of observation. He is to see and examine the properties of plants and 
flowers at first hand, not merely to be informed of what others have seen and 
examined." — Pott Mall Gazette. 
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ECHOES OF A FAMOUS YEAR. By Harriet 
Parr, Author of "The Life of Jeanne d*Arc," *'In the 
Silver Age," &c. Crown 8vo. 8j. 6d, 

'* A graceful and touching, as well as truthful account of the Franco-Prussian 
War. Those who are in the habit of reading books to children will find this at 
once instructive and delightful."— /*«3/tt: Opinion, 

*' Miss Parr has the great gift of charming simplicity of style ; and if children 
are not interested in her book, many of their seniors will he.*'— 'British Quarterly 
ReviiWt 







VER VOLCANOES; OR, THROUGH FRANCE 
AND SPAIN IN 1871. By A. Kingsman. Crown 8vo. 
loj. 6^. 

"The writer's tone is so pleasant, his language is so good, and his spirits are 
so fresh, buoyant, and exhilarating, that you find yourself inveigled into reading, 
for the thousand-and-first time, a description of a Spanish bull-fight." — Jllus^ 
trated London News. 

"The adventures of our tourists are related with a good deal of pleasantry and 
humorous dash, which make the narrative agreeable reading." — Public Opinion, 

** A work which we cordially recommend to such readers as desire to know 
something of Spain as she is to-day. Indeed, so fresh and original is it, that we 
could have wished that it had been a bigger book than it is." — Literary World. 



Second Edition, 

IN QUEST OF COOLIES. A South Sea Sketch. 
By James L. A. Hope. Crown 8vo, with 15 Illustrations from 
Sketches by the Author. Price dr. 

" Mr. Hope's description of the natives b graphic and amusing, and the book 
is altogether well worthy of perusal."— ^'/awa&jn/. 
"Lively and clever sketches."— ^/A^m^tmiw. 
" This agreeably written and amusingly illustrated volume."— /'w^/iV Opinion. 
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Second Edition, 

THE NILE WITHOUT A DRAGOMAN. By 
Frederic Eden. In one vol., crown 8vo, cloth, ^s, 6d, 

"Should any of our readers care to imitate Mr. Eden's example, and wish to 
see things with their own eyes, and shift for themselves, next winter in Upper 
Egypt, they will find this book a very agreeable guide." — Times. 

** Gives, within moderate compass, a suggestive description of the charms, 
curiosities, dangers, and discomforts of the Nile \oysig^"— Saturday Review. 

** We have in these pages the most minute description of life as it appeared on 
the banks of the Nile ; all that could be seen or was worth seeing in nature or 
in art is here pleasantly and graphically set down. . . . It is a book to read . 
during an autunm holiday."— ^/^r/a/^r. 

ROUND THE WORLD IN 1870. A Volume of 
Travels, with Maps. By A. D. Carlisle, B.A., Trin. Coll., 
Camb. Demy 8vo. i6s, 
** Makes one understand how going roimd the world is to be done in the 
quickest and pleasantest manner, and how the brightest and most cheerful of 
travellers did it with eyes wide open and keen attention all on the alert, with 
ready sympathies, with the happiest ^cility of hitting upon the most interesting 
features of nature and the most interesting characteristics of man, and all for its 
own ^ak-t." '•Spectator, 

" We can only commend, which we do very heartily, an eminently sensible and 
readable hooVJ"— British Quarterly Review. 

THE YOUNG LIFE EQUIPPING ITSELF FOR 
GOD'S SERVICE. Being Four Sermons preached before 
the University of Cambridge in November, 1872. By the 
Rev. J. C. Vaughan, D.D., Master of the Temple. Price 
2s.6d, - [Just out. 

LIFE : Conferences delivered at Toulouse. By the 
Rev. Pere Lacordaire, of the order of Friar Preachers. 
Translated from the French, with the Author's permission, by 
a Tertiary of the same Order. Crown 8vo, dr. L5^^ *^' 
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WORDS AND WORKS IN A LONDON PARISH. 
Edited by the Rev. C. Anderson, M.A. Demy 8vo. 6s.- 

\yustoui. 

TTiird Edition^ preparing, 

THOUGHTS FOR THE TIMES. By the Rev. 
H. R. Haweis, M.A., Author of "Music and Morals," &c. 
Crown 8vo. 7j. 6</. 

Introductory. — I. The Liberal Clergy. God. — II. Conception. 
III. Experience. Christianity.— IV. Character. V. History. The 
Bible.— VI. Essence. VII. Doctrine. The Articles.— VIII. The 
Trinity. Original Sin. IX. Predestination. The Church. Life.— 
X. Pleasure. XI. Sacrifice. Worship.— XII. The Lord's Day.— 
XIII. Preaching. Conclusion.— XIV. The Law of Progress. 

Second Edition, 

CATHOLICISM AND THE VATICAN. With a 
Narrative of the Old Catholic Congress at Munich. By J. 
Lowry Whittle, A.M., Trin. Coll., Dublin. Crown 8vo. 

" We cannot follow the author through his graphic and ludd sketch of the 
Catholic movement in Germany and of the Municn Congress, at which he was 
present ; but we may cordially recommend his book to all who wish to follow 
the course of the movement." — Saturday Review. 

''A valuable and philosophic contribution to the solution of one of the greatest 
questions of this stirring age.'* — Church Times. 

NAZARETH: ITS LIFE AND LESSONS. In 
small 8vo, cloth. 5j. By the Author of "The Divine 
Kingdom on Earth as it is in Heaven." 

**/« Him was life, and the life was the light ofmen.*^ 

"A singularly reverent and beautiful book ; the style in which it is written is 
not less chaste and attractive than its subject.**— jD<u^ Telegraph. 

** Perhaps one of the most remarkable books recently issued in the whole 
range of English theology. . . . Original in design, calm and appreciative in 
language, noble and elevated in style, this book, we venture to think, will live.**— 
Churchman*s Magazine, 
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Second Edition, 

SCRIPTURE LANDS IN CONNECTION WITH 
THEIR HISTORY. By G. S. Drew, M.A., Vicar of 
Trinity, Lambeth, Author of " Reasons of Faith." Bevelled 
boards, 8vo, price los, 6d, 

" Mr. Drew has invented a new method of illustrating Scripture history — 
from observation of the coimtries. Instead of narrating his travels, and referring 
from time to time to the facts of sacred history belonging to the different countries, 
he writes an outline history of the Hebrew nation from Abraham downwards, 
with special reference to the various points in which the geography illustrates the 
history. The advantages of this plan are obvious. Mr. Drew thus gives us, not 
a mere imitation of ' Sinai and Palestine/ but a view of the same subject from 
the other side. . . . He is very successful in pict\uing to his readers the 
scenes before his own mind. The position of Abraham in Palestine is portrayed, 
both socially and geographically, with great vigoiu:. Mr. Drew has given an 
admirable account of the Hebrew sojourn in Egypt, and has done much to 
popularise the newly-acquired knowledge of Assyria in connection with the two 
Jewish Km%6.oxDs"— Saturday Review. 
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THE 

CORNHILL LIBRARY OF FICTION, 

5^. 6d. per Volume. 



It is intended in this Series to prdduce books of 
such merit that readers will care to preserve them on 
their shelves. They are well printed on good paper, 
handsomely bound, with a Frontispiece, and are sold 
at the moderate price of 3^". 6d. each. 



POBIN GRAY. 
-^-^ Charles Gibbon. 



By 

With 
a Frontispiece by Hennessy. 



17 ITT Y. By Miss M. 
"*^^ Betham-Edwards. 



R 



EADY MONEY 

MORTIBOY. \yust out. 



H 



IRELL. By John 
Saunders, Author of 
" Abel Drake's Wife." 







NE OF TWO. By J. 
HaiN Friswell, Author 
of "The Gentle Life," &c. 



OTHER STANDARD NOVELS TO FOLLOW. 
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POETRY. 



CALDERON. — THE PURGATORY OF ST. 
PATRICK— THE WONDERFUL MAGICIAN — LIFE 
IS A DREAM. Translated from the Spanish of Calderon by 
Denis Florence MacCarthy. \In preparation^ 



EDITH ; OR, LOVE AND LIFE IN CHESHIRE. 
By T. Ashe, Author of ** The Sorrows of Hypsipyle," &c. 
Sewed, price dd. 

Preparing for Publication^ a Collected Edition^ in Five Volumes of 

THE POETICAL AND PROSE WORKS OF 
ROBERT BUCHANAN. 

SONGS FOR SAILORS. By W. C. Bennett. 
Crown 8vo. 3J. (id. With Steel Portrait and Illustrations. 
An Edition, in Illustrated Paper Covers, price is. 

"Dr. Bennett, whose fame has hitherto chiefly rested on his delidous domestic 
poems— in which the 'Worn Wedding-Ring' shines with special brilliancy, and 
' Baby May' stands out quite an historical character— has here, in varied measures, 
but always vigorous and racily idiomatic, as such songs should be, told the doings 
of our brave sea-lions. ... He has done right well to describe, in ringing 
verse, our great naval fights. Nor are tenderer themes lacking in this volume, 
though all smack strongly of the sea. It is with pleasure that we note that Dr. 
Bennett has initiated a system of issuing at the same time a library edition and a 
cheap edition for the people." — Illustrated London News. 
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SONGS OF LIFE AND DEATH. By John 
Payne, Author of "Intaglios," "Sonnets," "The Masque 
of Shadows," &c. Crown 8vo. 5j. \yttst attt. 



SONGS OF TWO WORLDS. By a New Writer. 
Fqp. 8vo, cloth. 5^. 

**The *New Writer' is certainly no tyro. No one after reading the first two 
poems, almost perfect in rhythm and all the graceful reserve of true lyrical 
strength, can doubt that this book is the result of lengthened thought and assi- 
duous training in poetical form. . . . These poems will assuredly take high 
rank among the class to which they belong." — British Quarterly Review, April i. 

** No extracts could do justice to the exquisite tones, the felicitous phrasing, 
and delicately wrought harmonies of some of these poems.*'— Nonconformist , 
March 27. 



W 



ALLED IN, AND OTHER POEMS. By the 
Rev. Henry J. Bulkely. Crown 8vo. 5j. [Now ready. 



"A remarkable book of genuine poetry, which will be welcome to all lovers of 
the Muse." — Standard. 



EROS AGONISTES. By E. B. D. Crown 8vo. 
3J. 6dr. 

"The author of these verses has written a very touching story of the human 
heart in the story he tells, with such pathos and power, of an affectioii cherished 
so long and so secretly. . . . It is not the least merit of these pages that 
they are everywhere illumined with moral and religious sentiment suggested, not 
paraded, of the brightest, purest character.*' — Standard, 
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THE LEGENDS OF ST. PATRICK, AND OTHER 
POEMS. By Aubrey de Vere. Crown 8vo. 5^. 

"We have marked, in almost every page, excellent touches from which we 
know not how to select We have but space to commend the varied structure of 
his verse, the carefulness of his grammar, and his excellent English. All who 
believe that poetry should raise and not debase the social ideal, all who think 
that wit should exalt our standard of thought and manners, must welcome this 
contribution at once to our knowledge of the past -and to the science of noble 
\ii^"—Saturday Review. 



THE INN OF STRANGE MEETINGS, AND 
OTHER POEMS. By Mortimer Collins. Crown 8vo. 51. 

" Mr. Collins has an undercurrent of chivalry and romance beneath the trifling 
vein of good-humoured banter which is the special characteristic of his verse. 
. . . The * Inn of Strange Meetings' is a sprightly piece." — Athetueum. 



ASPROMONTE, AND OTHER POEMS. Second 
Edition, cloth, ^r. 6^/. 

" The volume is anonymous ; but there is no reason for the author to be 
ashamed of it. The * Poems of Italy' are evidently inspired by genuine enthu- 
siasm in the cause espoused; and onie of them, 'The Execution of Felice 
Orsini,' has much poetic merit, the event celebrated being told with dramatic 
force."— ^ thenetum. 



T 



HE DRpAM AND THE DEED, AND OTHER 
POEMS. By Patrick Scott, Author of ** Footpaths be- 
tween Two Worlds," &c. Fcp. 8vo, cloth, ^s. 

" A bitter and able satire on the vices and follies of the day, literary, social, 
and political." — Standard. 

*' Shows real poetic power coupled with evidences of satirical energy." — Edin- 
^ burgh Daily Review. 
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Shortly will be Re-issued^ with Additions to each Part, 
W. C. Bennett's Poems, in Five Parts, at One Shilling each. 



BABY MAY, THE WORN 
WEDDING RING, AND 
OTHER POEMS. With 
Illustrations by Watson. 



QUEEN ELEANOR'S 
VENGEANCE, BALLADS 
AND NARRATIVE 
POEMS. With Illustration 
by Watson. 



SONGS BY A SONG 
WRITER. With Steel Por- 
trait. First Series. 

SONGS BY A SONG 
WRITER. With lUustration 
by Watson. 

POEMS OF THOUGHT 
AND FANCY, AND ONE 
HUNDRED SONNETS. 
With Illustration by Watson. 
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LIFE AND WORKS OF 

THE REV. FRED. W. ROBERTSON. 

NEW AND CHEAPER EDITIONS. 



Now ready y in 2 vols,^ uniform with tJie Sermons^ price *]s, 6d, 

LIFE AND LETTERS OF .THE LATE REV. 
FRED. W. ROBERTSON, M.A. Edited by Stopford 
Brooke, M.A.,' Chaplain in Ordinary to the Queen. 
Library Edition, in demy Svo, with Two Steel Portraits. I2s, 
A Popular Edition, in one volume, pfice 6j., is now ready, 

QERMONS :— Price 3^. 6d. per vol. 

First Series . . . Small crown 8vo. 

Second Series . . . Small crown 8vo. 

Third Series . . . Small crown 8vo. 

Fourth Seri«s . . . Small crown 8vo. 

EXPOSITORY LECTURES ON ST. PAUL'S 
EPISTLE TO THE CORINTHIANS. 
Small crown 2/vo. $5, 



A 



N ANALYSIS OF MR. TENNYSON'S "IN 
MEMORIAM." 

(Dedicated by permission to the Poet-Laureate.) 
Fcp. Svo. 2s. 
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THE EDUCATION OF 'THE HUMAN RACE. 
Translated from the German of Gotthold Ephraim 
Lessing. 

Fcp, Zi'o, 2s. 6d, 

IN PREPARATION. 

LECTURES AND ADDRESSES ON LITERARY 
AND SOCIAL TOPICS. 

Small crown Svo, ^s, dd. 



A 



LECTURE ON FRED. W. ROBERTSON, M.A. 
By the Rev. F. A. Noble, delivered before the Young Men's 
Christian Association of Pittsburgh, U.S. is, 6d, 



SERMONS BY THE 

REV. STOPFORD A. BROOKE, M.A. 

Honorary Chaplain to' Her Majesty the Queen, 



CHRIST IN MODERN LIFE. Sermons preached 
in St. James's Chapel, York Street, London. 
Third Edition, Crown %vo. Is. 6d. 

''Nobly fearless and singularly strong . . . carries our admiration through- 
out. "—^n/ijA Quarterly Review. 
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FREEDOM IN THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. 
Second Edition. 
Six Sermons suggested by the Voysey Judgment. 
In One Volume. Crown 8vo, doth. 3J. 6d. 

" Every one should read them. No one can be insensible to the charm of his 
style, or the dear logical manner in which he treats his subject."— CAurckfnan's 
Monthly. 

'* We have to thank Mr. Brooke for a very clear and courageous exposition of 
theological views, with which we are for the most part in full sympathy." — 
Spectator. 

*' Interesting and readable, and characterised by great clearness of thought, 
frankness of statement, and moderation of tone." — Church Opinion. 

"A very fair statement of the views in respect to freedom of thought held by 
the liberal party in the Church of England." — BUickwoocCs Magazine. 



SERMONS PREACHED IN ST. JAMES'S 
CHAPEL, YORK STREET, LONDON. 
Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

'' No one who reads these sermons will wonder that Mr. Brooke is a great 
power in London, that his chapel is thronged, and his followers large and enthu- 
siastic. They are fiery, energetic, impetuous sermons, rich with the treasures of 
a cultivated imagination." — Guardian. 

** Mr. Brooke's sermons are shrewd and clever, and always readable. He is 
better off than many preachers, for he has something to say, and says it" — 
Churchman* s Magazine. 

**Afine specimen of the best preaching of the Episcopal pulpit.** — British 
Quarterly. 



THE LIFE AND WORK OF FREDERICK 
DENISON MAURICE. A Memorial Sermon. 
Crown 8vo, sewed, is. 
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Messrs. Henry S. King & Co. have the pleasure 
to announce, that in future the following Periodicals 
will be published by them, 

A NE\W^ ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE FOR 
SUNDAT READING. 

On the ist of January, 1873, was published, No. i of 

THE DAY OF REST. 

ONE PENNY a Week. 

In Large Folio size. Illustrated by the best Artists. 

Christmas Number, Now Ready, Price ONE PENNY. 



THE CONTEMPORARY REVIEW. Theological, 
Literary, and Social. Price 2s, 6d. Monthly. 

[The Volume for 1872 is Now Ready. 

THE SAINT PAUL'S MAGAZINE. Light and 
Choice. Price is. Monthly. 

[T%e Volume for 1872 is Now Ready. 

GOOD THINGS for the Young of all Ages. Edited 
' by George Macdonald, and illustrated by tHe best Artists 
Price 6d. Monthly. [The Volume for 1872 is Now Ready. 
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New Illustrated Magazine for Sunday Reading. 



The DAT OF Rest." 



On the 1st of January, 1873, was published No. I. of 

Thk Day of Rest, 

ONE PENNY' A WEEK. 

In Large Folio Size, 

ILLUSTRATED BY THE BEST ARTISTS. 



Among the leading contributions to the First Year's Issue of 
The Day of Rest may be mentioned: — 



WORDS FOR THE DAY : 
By C J. Vaughan, D.D., Master 
of the Temple. 

LABOURS OF LOVE: 

Being further accounts of what .is 
being done by Dr. Wichern and 
others. By the Rev. W. Fleming 
Stevenson, Author of "Praying 
and Working." 

OCCASIONAL PAPERS : 
By the Rev. Thomas Binnev. 

SUNDAYS IN MY LIFE: 
By the Author of " Episodes in an 
Obscure Life." 

SONGS OF REST. By 

George Macdonald. 



TO ROME AND BACK: 
A Narrative of Personal Experi- 
ence. By One who has made the 
Journey. 

•»• The late Dr. Norman Macleod, 
during the last few months of lus life, 
frequently urged the preparation of a 
series of PopuUr Papers, by a thorough- 



To 
is the result of his 



ly competent person, on'the Church of 
Kome as it really is to-day. '"" 
Rome and Back" is the resul 
suggestion. 

THE BATTLE OF THE 
POOR : Sketches from Courts and 
Alleys. By Hesba Stretton, 
Author of '* Jessica's First Prayer," 
and "Little Mpg's Children." 



Christmas Number of "The Day of Rest." 



On the 2 1st of December was published an Introductory 
Christmas Number. 

N(yw on Sale at all Bookshops and Bookstalls, price ONE PENNY, 
splendidly IllustrcUed. • 

Henry S. King & Co., 65, Cornhill, London. 
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